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Part One
THE CURTAIN RISES






CHAPTER ONE

The Beginning of a Diary

IN ROME or Washington, Tokyo or Jerusalem, New Delhi or
New York or Bonn or Saigon or London or anywhere, whenever I
have an interesting interview or conversation I write it down, some-
times verbatim, and file it. Occasionally I write it in the form of a
letter to my family or a friend and keep a carbon copy. These diary
entries are supplemented by notes of my impressions, observations,
and reflections as I travel abroad and in the United States. I also
keep bulging files of clippings from newspapers and magazines of
several countries. To these, from time to time, I add letters that come
from persons throughout the world about their living conditions,
work, and thoughts.

In 1940, when I finished writing Men and Politics, an autobiog-
raphy, I began a new file and marked it “The Next 20.” Men and
Politics dealt with my first seventeen years as an American journalist
abroad. I vaguely assumed that this new collection of papers would
cover a slightly longer period.

I started work on Men and Politics when the Second World War
broke out. That was the end of an era; the world I knew in Europe,
Soviet Russia, and Spain had collapsed, with all its hope, and the fire
kindled by Hitler was spreading over the globe. Today, another era,
the postwar era, is coming to a close. It has been a dark era, with
bright spots, but the outlook is one of some hope—and no war. So I
am not waiting for the “20” to terminate. I am recording my cxperi-
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4 THIS IS OUR WORLD

ences with world affairs from 1945 to date, and where I had no per-
sonal contact with such major events as General George C. Marshall’s
mission to China to bring the Nationalists and Communists together
or the Blair House conferences at which President Truman decided
that America would fight in Korea—a turning point in history—
I have interviewed some of the principal participants.

I am the victim—or beneficiary—of a boundless curiosity. I am the
eternal questioner. I like to know about people and things and to
delve for facts and causes. If there is anything I enjoy as much as
asking questions it is research work, which is another form of diving
for information and explanations. On a visit to a country, or before
or after, I study its history, background, customs, and so forth. In
Hong Kong I read a mountain of English translations from the
Chinese Communist press and talked with businessmen and diplo-
mats who had seen China after Chiang Kai-shek left. Later I made
a survey of Moscow-Peking relations since Mao. When the East
German revolt occurred in June, 1953, I flew to Berlin and spent a
month in intensive conversation with the rebels. Yet one never
knows enough, and it is often depressing to come suddenly upon a
situation several years old which all one’s reading had not disclosed.
Hence my incessant travels.

There was a time, ycars ago, when I concentrated on high politics:
the statements of governments, the acts of leaders, official documents,
conferences, and statistics. These still absorb me. Governments invade
the lives of all of us—too much, probably, but there it is, and what
they do is enormously important. But nowadays I find enlightenment
in a chat with a London policeman as he patrols his beat or in exam-
ining a class of children in a village school in Yugoslavia or in bull-
session discussions with university students in Munich and Calcutta
or visiting a Japanese novelist and sitting on the floor and eating
raw fish or going to a Buddhist temple in Japan to have tea with a
priest or talking with peasants in the rice fields of Indo-China. I
ask Prime Minister U Nu about his devclopment plans for Burma,
but with a little prod he tells me, too, about swimming excursions
with his family. Chancellor Adenauer tells about his desire to make
Germany a part of Western civilization, as it was before unification
in Goethe’s time, but I get a better insight into his thinking from
some comments on a book he has been reading. I used to look down
my nose, in a kind of intellectual snobbery, at the idea of describing
what a statesman wore. But I have discovered that the eye-piercing
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shirts and energetic gestures of President Magsaysay of the
Philippines and Tito’s clothes—and the drinks he serves—are not
only interesting, they are part of the man.

The interaction between populations, politicians, and politics is
almost the most fascinating aspect of world affairs. What makes
England a democracy—laws or the automobile driver’s road manners
and the public’s attitude toward sports? I would say that laws are a
result rather than a cause. Family life is as good a key as any to post-
war Japan. What a Hindu will not eat is one of Prime Minister
Nehru’s big economic problems. The Indian attitude toward the cow,
monkeys, and a fast is reflected in election figures. These subjects
belong in a living record of our times. A country is a complicated
tapestry or rather a symphony of politics and poetry, economics and
religion, law and language, tradition and imported isms, and of
prejudice, pride, hope, hate, fear, faith, geography, natural resources,
natural catastrophes, and many other things. One must not listen
only to the brass and big drums, and although the conductor—the
Prime Minister or President—occupies the center of the stage he
would be nothing more than an acrobat without the orchestra and
the composer. Moreover, the people always pay for the performance
and consequently should always remain in focus.

Whenever possible, T return to the same country trip after trip.
One goes to a place the first time in order to go there the second
and third time. Moving from country to country also helps one to
compare and see better. In 1952, traveling eastward around the globe,
I understood more about India after I amrived in contrasting Burma,
and my next stop in Siam (Thailand) gave me a clearer view of
Burma. In 1954, I was in Texas seven weeks after leaving India and
it occurred to me (I made a note on the Pullman-diner menu)
that, “In thc face of an impassable mountain range like the Himalayas
which bars the way with beauty, or of a desert which acts as a frustrat-
ing fronticr, man may be inclined to stand still and meditate on
the inscrutable nature of God and the futility of life. But on the
vast fields of Texas, laden with wealth in the form of oil, cotton,
cattle, chemicals, and cereals, the tendency is to gallop ahead and
not look fate or fortune in the mouth. The emphasis would be on
work rather than contemplation, on enjoying the surface rather than
plumbing the depths of existence. In Texas the only fear is that
somebody might destroy a system capable of bearing such rich fruit;
in India that circumstances might prolong its life. Texas wants more
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of the same; India, when awakened, wants much that is different.”
Or compare France, whose loss of glory and power has given her a sick
heart, with Italy which, in similar conditions, wears a smile over
rags and riches. Why the difference? The answer might be more
revealing than all the Cabinet crises and election results since
1945. . . . My Soviet experience from 1922 to 1938 pried open some
of the secrets of Communist Yugoslavia and, in turn, Titoland was
a searchlight on Stalinist and post-Stalin Russia.

Time also leads to comparisons: India struggling to be free under
Gandhi’s leadership in 1942 and 1946, and working and progressing
under Nehru’s leadership in 1948, 1952, and 1954; Pakistan under
the British and under the Pakistanis; Turkey in 1934 and 1952; Israel
in 1919, 1934, 1942, 1946, and 1952—a small country chipping away
at a big dream; neighboring Lebanon in 1920 and 1954—big things
are impossible, little things come easy, the result, Levantine laziness
and cleverness; Italy under Mussolini, De Gasperi, and Scelba, at war
and in peace; London appeasing, bombed, rebuilding; Germany—
sipping tea in a Berlin café, amid ruins, in 1946 with Germans I
had met in the same café in 1927 when German literature, painting,
and the theater were excitingly creative, and German democracy was
sprouting wings. Why had it spawned Hitler? . . . and so on.

I have not been able to return to the Soviet Union. But since I
left there in 1938, I have tried to keep in touch by reading Soviet
publications and through contacts with former Soviet citizens now
living abroad and with foreign diplomats and journalists stationed
in Moscow. Nevertheless, after so long an absence I cannot rate as
an expert on Soviet affairs. Yet every statement about the Soviet
Union in these pages is checked and doublechecked and usually
derives from a Soviet source with an exact quotation and reference.
Moscow’s activities have bulked large in the postwar and consequently
have their place in this journalist’s-eye view of the period. What 1
write about Russia is not born of hate. Even before I sat at Mahatma
Gandhi’s feet I did not hate, and now certainly I could not hate
a country or a people or a race or religious group or individual. I
know of no pure government, and the Soviet government, because
it can ignore the popular will—though not entirely—is very impure.
But that is a matter for analysis, description, and proof, not for emo-
tion, venom, and invective.

Criticism is the medicine of politics and I indulge in it. I would not
gloss over world dangers or ignore dark spots in Russia, America,
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India, Germany, or anywhere. Yet after all the knocks my hopes
have received I remain an optimist and do not think that progress is
a Victorian illusion. When we stop regarding atomic fission as a
nightmare it may become mankind’s blessing. The atomic and hydro-
gen bombs have given us a glimpse of the final abyss and should
enable humanity to move in the opposite direction. On the other
hand, I am not writing to prove this or any other thesis. The book
is just the story of the postwar world as I have seen it, how it arrived
where it is and why, and what its prospects are.

Naturally, however, my observations and researches are bound to-
gether by ethical and intellectual cements. One of them is faith in
individuals despite the many mighty forces arrayed against them.
I find good people everywhere, even in governments; people want
to be helped to be good. A second cement is a horror of injustice
and poverty. The more I know about tortures and judicial lies in
totalitarian countries and about material suffering in large parts of
the world, the more I feel that we all, and civilization with us, are
being dragged down by a dwindling capacity for indignation; with
that goes a reluctance to act against injustices at our elbows, to “turn
the searchlight inward,” as Gandhi advised.

On another level, the thread that connects my facts and reflections
about the world since 1945 might be called revolution, which simply
means accelerated evolution without bloodshed, barricades, or
destruction: in America, the permanent revolution sparked by the
Ford Motor Company; Alcoa; General Motors; Walter Reuther;
Atom, Electronics, and Brothers; Science, Inc.; the Supreme Court;
some college professors and presidents; and all Americans with a trust
in the future; in Russia, the counterrevolution engineered by Stalin
because he was afraid of man; in England, the unfinished revolution
inaugurated by Attlee and preserved by Churchill and Eden; in
France and Italy, the revolution which the Communists cannot make
and the capitalists refuse to make; in Turkey, a successful old revolu-
tion now somewhat imperiled; in Israel, another permanent revo-
lution—within siege walls; in India, the delayed beginnings of a
revolution; and so on. This angle of vision gives postwar history
three dimensions, It is linked with another thread: an aversion to
such terms as “Communist” Russia, “capitalist” America, “feudal”
Latin America, “Socialist” Burma, et cetera. I use them myself out of
habit, but no single adjective is big enough to wrap around any
country, even a little one. Every country combines several social
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systems. This plural approach is a great teacher; it has solved a
number of problems for me as I visit and revisit the continents.

The first of these journeys into the postwar world took place in
1946. I had seen parts of Europe and of the Middle East during the
First World War and lived in Europe for many years in the 1920’s
and 30’s. I saw England, Africa, Palestine, and India during the
Second World War and wrote about that in a separate book. Now,
returning to familiar countries after this second conflict, I was aware
that the trip had some kind of special significance for me; the Old
World would be different after five years of bombs, and fires, and
killing, and I had to be able to look at it with different eyes. So,
flying the Atlantic at eight thousand feet with only sky above and
the boiling, billowing, constantly erupting white-cotton sea of clouds
below, I made notes on a pad, I scribbled my “marching orders”
—how to see, whom to see:

“I am looking into a ditch. It used to be wider but time has been
filling it in. I will cross it in eight and a half hours; soon we will be
crossing it in jets between lunch and dinner. Yet what a difference the
ditch makes. I have just left a country of plenty and relaxation.
Temporarily, to be sure, because of the late war, nylons, steaks,
butter, and houses are somewhat scarcer than usual. But we enjoy
great luxuries, the luxury of uninterrupted electric current, of the
crowded ice cream parlor, the fully stocked drugstore, the swollen
clothing emporium, the luxury of fat newspapers and thick maga-
zines, the luscious luxury of liberty. I am crossing the ditch to see
people in Europe, Africa, and Asia again. Bombs have shredded their
nerves and shattered their homes. Their stomachs are never quite
full, their minds never altogether quiet.

“I must remember all this when I meet them. These people died.
Now life makes them live again amid the rubble. I will spend evenings
with old friends. What will they think of me? I am sated. My
worst suit will make me look well dressed. I will leave them in a few
months and go back to the other side of the ditch. Will they hate
me? Will they say, ‘He is not one of us, he is an American, he can-
not understand us, he has never been dead’?

“Must America help all the world? Can one country undertake
such a big job? Can it refuse the job if that is the only way of saving
itself? The uncertainties of the Old World are moving across the
Atlantic and injecting the United States with a sense of insecurity. Is



Egypt, India and Palestine: 1946 9

the ditch growing narrower for fears as well as planes and wider,
too wide, for affection and understanding? . . .

“What happens to persons who have had twelve years of Hitler
rule? Can France survive? Will England revive? Will India go free?
Will Palestine drown in blood?”

I see the dark green coast of Ireland.

CHAPTER TWO

Egypt, India, and Palestine: 1946

MY FIRST goal was India. En route, I stopped for several days
in Cairo. The chicf topic of political conversation was the
exodus of the British from the land of Egypt. The first evening I
dined at the home of Sir Walter Smart, the Political Adviser of
the British Embassy, whose Egyptian wife, daughter of a Cairo news-
paper magnate, I had met years earlier in Moscow. Sir Walter assured
me the British were getting out. They had already evacuated Cairo
and Alexandria. But before they relinquished military control of the
Suez Canal they wanted an assurance, written into an Anglo-Egyp-
tian treaty, that they could come back in case of an emergency which
threatened the safety of the Canal.

But what is an emergency? Would an attack on Greece constitute
an emergency? (I had just flown from Athens to Cairo in three
hours.) No, King Farouk replied. An attack on Turkey? No, said the
twenty-six-year-old monarch. Only if an Arab country was attacked
—Iraq, for instance, or Syria—would the British be entitled to return
to Egypt with their military forces.

The British reminded the monarch and Prime Minister Sidky
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Pasha, who doubled as president of the National Association of
Manufacturers, that a war which began in far-off Poland reached
one of its great climaxes at El Alamein, near Suez. If that battle had
been lost, Hitler's Marshal Rommel might have conquered Egypt,
swept on to India (the dream Napoleon dreamed more than a
century earlier), joined forces with the advancing Japanese, and won
the war.

The Egyptians resisted such logic. Egypt is surrounded by deserts
and seas. Large oceans of sand sometimes give the same false sense
of security that comes to nations from large bodies of water. Isola-
tionism apart, the Egyptians just wanted the British out. The ng
could not forget the biggest political day of his life, that day in
February, 1942, when British tanks and soldiers surrounded his
palace and the British Ambassador, Sir Miles Lampson, a mild,
plump, jovial man, entered the palace and politely intimated that
His Majesty could be very comfortable in exile, for a very long time
—unless he promised to help fight the Nazis. He promised—and
bore a grudge.

The Egyptian army officers disliked the limitations on their power
and duties resulting from the presence of foreign military forces on
national soil. The new small middle class, just beginning to push into
politics, resented outside occupation.

The rising tide of Egyptian nationalism disturbed not only the
British. The Copts, who are Christians and constitute 10 per cent
of the population of the country, were worried. I also talked to an
Italian waiter, a French owner of a gift shop, and the Yugoslav maid
in my hotel who had fled from Belgrade after the Germans bombed
and took the city. They all expressed a fear of being forced to emi-
grate. So did Jews, Greeks, and Poles. Many tens of thousands of
foreigners had settled in Egypt to do the work and conduct the
trade which the natives had felt was beyond their capacity or be-
neath their dignity. Now middleclass Egyptians coveted their posi-
tions.

Xenophobia and anti-imperialism were rife. An odor of social
ferment filled the air. I had lived in Egypt, in cities and in the
desert, for several months in 1918. Disease and filth were somewhat
less rampant now. But wealth was more concentrated and the
peasantry poorer. The glaring contrast between the ostentatious
luxury of the thin upper class and the near-starvation of villagers and
slum-dwellers irked the intellectuals, who threatened to submit to
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Russian embraces. They were disgruntled, politically impotent, and
anti-British. Moscow was anti-British. They therefore thought of
Moscow as a new Mecca. But they did nothing. They were loquacious
and indolent and apparently infected with the pervading social
decadence.

Unemployment riots in Alexandria had recently moved the govern-
ment, for the first time in history, to dole out a pound, then about
four dollars, to 250 workless. An additional £750 were available for
distribution among the unemployed. There were 400,000 unem-
ployed.

Did the Prime Minister believe that labor unrest was due to Com-
munist activity, a member of Parliament asked him at question
time. “Possibly,” he answered, “and if so it is rcgrettable.” These
words would not butter the underdog’s unleavened bread. Azzam
Pasha, the General Secretary of the Arab League, advised the Prime
Minister “to combat Communism in Egypt by encouraging the
growth of a Labor party. The Prophet Mohammed,” he added, “was
the first Socialist and it is the duty of his present-day followers to
do all in their power to encourage thc growth of Socialism.”

Labor leader Clement R. Attlec was then Prime Minister of the
United Kingdom. He and Ernest Bevin, his Foreign Secretary, were
adamantly anti-Communist and anti-Soviet. The strength of Socialism
in England kept British Communism weak. Hence probably Azzam
Pasha’s assumption that a middle-of-theroad Labor party could
likewise serve Egypt as a preventive and an antidote to Communism.
But Egyptian employers even refused to tolerate free trade unions.
Though most trade unions were company unions, they were not
allowed to form a nation-wide federation. A Socialist party would
have been labeled Communist and suppressed as subversive of the
upper-class interests which paid a farm laborer five to eight piasters,
or twenty to thirty-two cents, for a twelve-hour day. Factory hands
received not much more.

I was born and raised in the family of an impecunious Philadelphia
fish-and-fruit peddler; my mother sometimes supplemented his
meager income by taking in the neighbors’ laundry. Poverty has
always aroused my elemental resentment. But actually it is not
poverty which breeds revolt so much as poverty in intimate proximity
with conspicuous wealth. ’

In 1942, I had flown up from Khartoum, capital of the Sudan,
to Cairo. Somewhere over southern Egypt, Captain Raymond Wise,
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Jr., also a native Pennsylvanian, invited me into the seat just vacated
by the copilot, and showed me how to take over the controls of the
DC-3. I felt this was too great a responsibility for one who could not
even drive an automobile, and so I merely took advantage of a perch
in the cabin to observe the countryside ten thousand feet below. In
the center of the scene flowed the Nile, a straight silver ribbon
glittering in the blinding sunlight; on each bank was a narrow strip
of life.giving brown mud and silt deposited scasonally after the
swollen river retreats into its channel; beyond these, to the eye’s
infinity, stretched the dead desert. This was Egypt. And this was
Egyptian society too: rich life for the few who owned the precious
land, arid misery for all the rest.

In such a situation the famished millions dream of equality and
the Communists have a field day telling lies about the equality which
does not exist in Soviet Russia.

After digging a long deep trough and raising a high spray, the British
scaplane took off before noon from the surface of the Nile, circled
so the passengers could see the Giza pyramids and Sphinx, flew over
the Suez Canal and the Sinai Desert, and in less than thrce hours
“landed” on the saline waters of Palestine’s Dead Sea at Kaliya. The
next evening I reached New Delhi, the capital city. I remained in
the country exactly a month.

I learned to like India. Four years earlier, on my first visit, I met
many fine Indians and grew attached to some, but I failed to establish
an emotional bond with the Indian people as a whole. India, to me,
was a problem. I was eager to see the problem solved by the granting
of independence—for the sake of India and of humanity. But I did
not feel drawn to Indians in general as I did to the Russians, say,
or the British or Spaniards.

This time, however, I played with a brown baby girl of two and
as I held her soft little hand in mine I found myself hoping that she
and her generation would grow up in a wellfed, happy country. I
walked in poor city districts and saw boys and girls going to school,
their clothes thrcadbare but white and clean, their sandals old,
their black hair well kempt, their brown faces bright. And such big
eyes, big white-and-brown eyes reflecting a desire to livel In Bombay I
got a sense of dynamic cnergy in the mass, vitality despite suffering.
At mammoth meetings in small towns and village centers I watched
congregated thousands listening patiently to long speeches, waiting
for guidance and a word of hope. These folk, I felt, would follow
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either selfless or sinister leadership. I was optimistic yet apprehensive.
I was participating, not merely observing.

Indians, to risk a generalization, are cynically suspicious yet touch-
ingly, naively trusting. Not having experienced much generosity from
the rich or much justice from the powerful, the people tend to see
a selfish motive behind every friendly act. But once convinced of a
leader’s idealistic renunciation for the common good, their adula-
tion recognizes no bounds. They are hero worshipers and autograph
collectors. They rewarded Mahatma Gandhi, Jawaharlal Nehru, Mrs.
Sarojini Naidu, Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel and other nationlist leaders
with tender devotion.

I stayed with Gandhi at Dr. Dinshah Mehta’s Nature Cure Clinic
and submitted to its ministrations—but not its diet—and then
traveled with the Mahatma, third class, to Bombay. On bidding him
farewell there he suggested that I visit him cleven days later at
Panchgani, a health resort in the Maharashtran hills. Jayaprakash
Narayan, the Socialist leader of India, and his wife, Prabhavati, were
also going there to see Gandhi, so we traveled together by the
Deccan Queen express from Bombay to Poona, and continued the
journey in a car loaned to Jayaprakash.

Before long the car broke down and we changed to a cross-country
bus. The Socialist party had arranged little welcoming receptions for
Jayaprakash at villages en route. The bus halted at each of these re-
quest stations. Jayaprakash, his wife, and I would alight and listen to
greetings addressed to him in Maharashtran, which he does not speak.
He replied briefly in Hindi which was translated, and then each of us
was garlanded with leis of most fragrant flowers threaded together on
a wire—very heavy—and touched at the juncture of the thumb and
forefinger with a metal hand that had been dipped in solid incense.
Thus perfumed, and bearing armfuls of fruits and flowers as gifts,
we returned to the bus whose driver and passengers, crowded like
herring in a barrel, had waited while the ceremony lasted. Six times
we got out in two hours. Nobody murmured a complaint. I suppose
our temporary fellow travelers’ complacent acceptance of these delays
was due to a mixture of apathy, the low cost of time, and respect for
Jayaprakash. They had perhaps never heard of him, but if he deserved
such receptions he was worthy of their deference.

I myself received much attention in India because it had become
known that I had spent a week with Gandhi in 1942. Once, on
leaving a Nehru press conference in Bombay, I was encircled by
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autograph seekers. The scene struck me as comic, for on my right
was Lillian Smith, popular American author of Strange Fruit, and
on my left Dorothy Dunbar Bromley, a well-known staff member of
the New York Herald Tribune. But they had not been touched by
the Mahatma.

“One day,” Mrs. Bromley wrote in her paper on August 11, 1946,
“I heard two hundred Indian newspaper men . . . put questions on
India and international affairs to the American writer Louis Fischer,
who is known and loved throughout India. . . . Their questions ranged
from ‘What are Russia’s intentions?” to ‘Why do you in America
discriminate against Negroes?” ”

On that occasion and during my subsequent visits to India when
the latter query was invariably posed, I gave more or less the same
reply. “Yes,” I said, “the discrimination against Negroes is a blot
on America; I condemn and combat it. But in my own lifetime |
have seen a tremendous change for the better. There is less mistreat-
ment, less segregation, less discrimination in employment. The situ-
ation in some parts of the North and South is still a disgrace, yet
the outlook for Negroes is brighter and many of them are rising in
their professions and occupying honored places in society. I will
be happy,” I concluded, “when the sixty million untouchables of
India are as well treated and as well situated as our Negroes.” This
statement was always met with embarrassed silence, and I did not
mind.

Indians have their own strong color prejudices. Even shades of
brown may make a difference in social status. Light skin is preferred.
Nevertheless they indignantly, ferociously attack all manifestations
of racial discrimination outside of India, especially in the United
States and South Africa.

The dropping of atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki left
a deep scar on many Indians and on other “colored,” that is, non-
“white” peoples. The subject came up the day after my arrival in
New Delhi at lunch in Birla House (where Gandhi was later assas-
sinated). Mr. G. D. Birla’s other luncheon guests were Sardar Valla-
bhbhai Patel, the “strong man” of the Indian Congress (Independ-
ence) party, and Chakravarti Rajagopalachari, an in-law of Gandhi,
future Governor-General and Minister of Home Affairs in free India,
who, next to Gandhi, has the astutest political mind in the country.
During the table talk, Rajagopalachari said America subjected the
Japanese to atomic bombing because they were colored; the Germans
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were not atom-bombed. I argued that the first report of the first
successful atomic explosion in New Mexico reached President Tru-
man when he was in conference with Stalin at Potsdam dfter
Germany’s defeat. The United States, therefore, did not have the
A-bomb during the war with the Nazis. But Rajagopalachari could
not be convinced by the facts. Even his great brain surrendered to
emotions.

Most of the discussion at the luncheon, however, centered on
the British offer to grant India independence. An impressive British
Cabinet Mission, consisting of Lord Pethick-Lawrence, Secretary of
State for India, Sir Stafford Cripps, President of the Board of Trade,
and Albert V. Alexander, First Lord of the Admiralty, had arrived in
New Delhi on March 24, 1946, to consult Indians and decide with
them how power could best be transfcrred to Indian hands. But
few Indians trusted British intentions. Jawaharlal Nehru and his
adviser on foreign affairs, a long-time resident of England, V. K.
Krishna Menon, told me they did not believe England would leave
India. Even Gandhi wavered. He welcomed the Cabinet Mission
with the emphatic statement that “it betrays want of foresight to
disbelieve British declarations.” Later, however, he too entertained
doubts. The negotiations and debates were long and painful, and
determined the future of India.

On reaching New Delhi, the Cabinet Mission had asked Gandhi’s
Congress party and Mr. Mohammed Ali Jinnah’s Moslem League to
submit a plan for the liberation of India. The two organizations failed
to agree, and Gandhi, accordingly, adviscd Pethick-Lawrence, Cripps,
and Alexander to formulate their own proposal.

They did, and it unequivocally rejected the idea of partitioning
India. The three Ministers argued that if Britain gave Mr. Jinnah
everything he asked—an independent Pakistan embracing all of the
Punjab province in northwest India and all of Bengal and Assam in
the northeast—his Moslem state of seventy million Moslems would
include fifty million Hindus and Sikhs, while twenty million Moslems
would remain in predominantly Hindu India. How did that solve the
problem of religious minorities? The Cabinet Ministers accordingly
considered an alternative: the partitioning of the Punjab, Bengal,
and Assam, and assigning the Moslem sections to Pakistan.

But this, the Cabinet Mission reported, “would be contrary to
the wishes of a very large percentage of the inhabitants of these
provinces.” Moreover, the two lobes of Pakistan would then be
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separated by a thousand miles of India. “Such a Pakistan,” the three
Ministers declared, “is regarded by the Moslem League as quite
impracticable.” (Yet that is the Pakistan of today.)

The Cabinet Mission, consequently, recommended against “two
entirely separate sovercign States.” In view, however, of the “very
genuine and acute anxiety of the Moslems lest they be subjected to
a perpetual Hindu-majority rule,” the Mission wanted to grant
considerable autonomy to the provinces with Moslem majorities.
To do this, Article 19 of the Cabinet Ministers’ report provided
for three federations: one in the center which was overwhelmingly
Hindu, and two on the sides with small Moslem majorities and
massive Hindu and Sikh minorities. Although the three regions
would belong to a united India, each would draft its own constitution.
But if a province like Assam, which had more Hindus than Moslems,
did not like the constitution of the northeastern federation it could
join the Hindu federation in the center.

This British plan for Indian independence, first published on
May 16, 1946, represented a complicated compromise. The Moslem
League did not get Pakistan. Neither did the Congress party of
Gandhi, Nehru, Patel, and Azad achieve its aim of freedom in unity
The three-federations scheme seemed to them to contain the germ of
partition, Pakistan by two side doors, with tens of millions of non
Moslems subjected against their will to Moslem rule. Congres:
party spokesmen protested against the coercion. Gandhi fearec
that the Moslems in the two peripheral federations would make
laws preventing the non-Moslems from exercising the option of
secession.

Vocal India engaged in endless, agitated, inconclusive discussior
on the British plan. To accept or not to accept? The answer might
determine the fate of India with her 350 million inhabitants anc
perhaps, too, the fate of Asia for a century or more. Week aftel
week, Congress party and Moslem League leaders sat in separate
conclave weighing and maneuvering. Meanwhile Lord Pethick
Lawrence, Cripps, and Alexander consulted both Indian camps
Often the British Cabinet Ministers came to negotiate with Gandh
in the slum for untouchables where he chosc to live. It was ther
that I saw Gandhi for a moment early on the evening of my arriva
in New Delhi on June 25. He said he could not give me any time
because Lady Cripps had brought a message from her husband
Nehru was there too and I drove with him to Maulana Azad’s home
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where he was staying. I talked with Nehru in his room for a while and
then we went downstairs to dine with President Azad and several
other members of the Congress party’s Working, or Executive, Com-
mittee. At five-thirty the next morning I walked with Gandhi for
half an hour, lunched with Patel, Rajagopalachari, and Birla, and
spent the evening with Sardar Patel. The outlines of the situation
were growing clear to me. I felt as though I was looking down
into the crater of history.

On June 27, I accompanied Gandhi again on his walking-talking
constitutional which began at 5:30 A.M. and lasted half an hour. I
was seeing Nehru at 2:30 p.M. Now I had to get the British and
Moslem viewpoints. I made an appointment with Mr. Jinnah for
10:30 AM. the same day.

Of the three British Cabinet Ministers I knew Cripps best. I
telephoned his office and learned that he was leaving for London
in the afternoon but would receive me at ¢:30 am. I realized
immediately that, given the intervening distance, the Cripps date
would probably make me late for my Jinnah appointment, and I am
punctual. Perhaps that is due to my fourteen years as a foreign
correspondent in Russia, where “seichas” or “right away” may mean
never or next week, and to my extended experience in Spain, where
“mafiana” or “tomorrow” is an expression of a way of life. But
knowing Jinnah’s pride, I would not dare try to change a rendezvous
with him, and as Cripps was going to London that day, he would
find it impossible to fit me in at another hour.

I arrived at the Cripps quarters at Number 2 Willingdon Crescent,
a little ahead of time, kept my taxi, and went inside. Isobel, Lady
Cripps, was in the reception room and received me cordially. In a
minute she escorted me to the entrance of Stafford’s study. He
looked more gaunt than ever and no wonder, for May and June,
with their oppressively torrid heat and allinvading dust storms,
are the worst months of the year in New Delhi, and Stafford had
spent them in endless, weighty, and sometimes heartbreaking con-
ferences. His long, hollow cheeks were longer and hollower still.
Yet the usual gentle smile played around his mouth. He was
immensely affable and said he felt optimistic. The Cabinet Mission’s
proposals of May 16, 1946, would go through, he declared, and
India would get independence. The accomplishment seemed to
buoy him. He also gave me his view of British domestic politics.

After thirty-five minutes, Sir Stafford took me to the door and
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handed me over to Isobel with whom I sat in the antechamber for
ten relaxed minutes while she knitted and chatted charmingly about
her beloved theme: Stafford.

The taxi started, made good progress, then coughed, sputtered,
and stopped. The turbaned Sikh driver puttered, tinkered under the
hood, and finally made a motion of despair. No other taxi was in
sight. Near by some government cars were standing under a shed
for shade. I offered one of the chauffeurs some extra money but
he refused; it was not regular. So I accosted a tonga. A tonga is a
one-horse, two-wheeled cart in which the passenger sits with his
back to the cabbie in order, perhaps, to keep his mind off the
inadequacies of the conveyance. We moved at Delhi-horse’s pace;
neither whip nor oath affected the emaciated animal’s speed, I
arrived at Jinnah’s house thirty-five minutes late.

Mohammed Ali Jinnah, the genius of Moslem politics, stood over
six feet tall and weighed only 120 pounds. His elongated face was
a series of bony ridges and hollows which gave the impression of
a forbidding earnestness, and he rarely laughed or smiled. Frigid
and formal, his presence generally reduced the temperature to
freezing. He dressed either in fashionable European clothes or in
a kneelength straw-colored tunic, tight, white Indian trousers that
clung to his bony legs, and black patent leather pumps. A monocle
dangled from a black cord. Somebody called him “one of the best-
dressed men in the British Empire.” He drank liquor, ate pork, seldom
went to mosque, knew no Arabic and little Urdu. In these respects,
as well as in surname, origin, and temperament, he was as un-
Islamic as anyone could be, and he adopted the program of a
separate Moslem state very late in life. Yet chiefly by dint of his
unrelenting, embittered, fanatical advocacy of that program, he made
himself the political leader of India’s Moslems and, ultimately,
the father of Moslem Pakistan.

As 1 entered Jinnah’s room I apologized for being late and ex-
plained the circumstances: a broken-down taxi and only a tonga as
an altemative. “I trust you are not hurt,” he said stiffly. I told him
there had been no accident, only an engine that refused to function.
He kept the conversation on the incident.

When 1 finally extricated myself from the talk about taxi and
tonga I said, “It seems India is about to become independent.”
This remark echoed Cripps’s optimism and tested Jinnah’s senti-
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ments. He pulled in his chin, looked at me sternly, stood up, extended
his hard hand, and declared, “I will have to go now.”

The interview broke all records for brevity; it had lasted about
ninety seconds. As Mr. Jinnah bade me good-by at the door, he
made it clear that he would not see me again.

I do not know even now whether he was offended by my lateness
or by my suggestion that India’s freedom was imminent. Probably the
latter. For Jinnah did not want a free India, he wanted two free
Indias, one of them Pakistan. The British Cabinet Mission had
vetoed Pakistan. Gandhi called the vivisection of India “blasphemy.”
But that merely stirred Jinnah’s cold ruthlessness; he hated Gandhi.

The Congress party leaders made the historic blunder in 1946
of wavering and weighing nice distinctions about the constituent
assembly, provisional government, and constitutions. They should
have accepted the Cabinet Mission’s May 16 proposal forthwith and
without amendment for it was far better than what they got and
it preserved the framework of a united India in which, in calmer
times, they might have tried to achieve better relations between
Hindus and Moslems. The difficult May 16 plan would have been
far better than the deficiencies and horrors of the ultimate settlement.

Congress acceptance of the Cabinet Mission’s plan would have
obliged the British government to put it into effect. But when
Congress delayed and indulged in detailed analysis of its own doubts
and of the proffered democratic devices, Jinnah saw his chance
to torpedo the scheme entirely.

The Congress leaders were operating on the legal plane and
apparently underestimated Jinnah’s choice of weapons. He had
no use for subtly balanced constitutional skyscrapers. His monistic
eye saw that he would never attain Pakistan through law or order.
The Koran could not help him, so he unsheathed the sword.
Deliberately, he proclaimed August 16, 1946, “Direct Action Day.”
The day lasted months. Thugs, arsonists, and death dominated city
and countryside. Hindus, Sikhs, and Moslems reveled in competitive
killing. Rivers of blood washed away reason. Religious passions tore
India in twain. On August 14, 1947, Jinnah crowned himself ruler
of Pakistan.

I had argued with Mr. Jinnah in 1942 against multiplying discords
in the world. “I am a realist,” he replied. “I must deal with the
divisive characteristics which exist.” Gandhi, Nehru, and Azad hoped
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to bridge the gulf between Hindus and Moslems. Jinnah aimed to
make the chasm unbridgeable.

Jinnah’s Moslem League consisted overwhelmingly of large land-
lords who feared that independent India’s first act would be a land
reform designed to divide their estates among the land-hungry and
always hungry peasants. Hence the Moslem landlords’ coldness toward
Indian independence.

The Moslem peasants, therefore, felt little sympthy for the upper-
class Moslem League, and in the Northwest Frontier Province, in
the Punjab, Bengal, and Sind, it was usually defeated by other
parties.

Jinnah needed a device to link Moslem landlords and Moslem
peasants. He found it in Pakistan, the Moslem Zionism, and pro-
claimed it in 1940.

Pakistan promised to be a poor, reactionary, landlord-ridden state,
another Iran. Moslem feudals would naturally desire it. The new
Moslem middle class might be lured to it by the prospect of more
government jobs than they could get in a united India in competition
with Hindus. But the peasantry seemed to have nothing to gain,
and industrialists and tradesmen could not prosper in a feudal
country.

The unreligious Jinnah, however, whipped them all into a frenzy
of religious nationalism. In 1946, he unleashed the whirlwind. In
1947, he reaped the power. He made history and misery. The two
travel together far too often.

The bisection of India represented a triumph of Jinnah’s mad
realism compounded by maniacal religion.

Just as Jinnah was planning “direct action” in India, violence
flared in another country held by the British: Palestine. Indian
Congress party spokesmen and editorialists were generally pro-Arab
and anti-Zionist. In 1946, I asked Nehru why. “That is the least
we can do for our Moslems,” he answered with disarming candor.
Gandhi was watching the Arab-Jewish conflict, and asked me to write
him from Palestine. I promised.

I left Karachi, on the west coast of India, at one minute past
midnight and landed in Palestine nine and a half hours later, after
a 2,079-mile nonstop flight in a converted Lancaster bomber. The
land of the Bible flowed with military and hate. Cities were dotted
with pillboxes, barbed-wire barricades, and roadblocks. Concrete
bastions with slit windows for guns dotted the countryside. British
soldiers went about in pairs, carrying light but deadly Tommy guns.
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The vital statistics of Palestine were: 1,200,000 Arabs; 600,000
Jews; 100,000 British soldiers. Each of the camps was descended from
one of the three religions born in the Holy Land, and now they were
defiling the cradle with murder, terror, and intolerance.

A four-way boycott gripped the little country: the British boycotted
the Jews; the Arabs boycotted the Jews; the Jews boycotted the
British and Arabs.

A Jewish journalist friend took me to a Jewish restaurant. Pointing
to a couple at another table, he said, “She’s a traitor, she married
an Englishman.”

I said, “This is racism. You're as bad as a Nazi.”

“A month ago,” he confessed, “I felt differently. Now the British
are out to ruin us.”

Near the city of Jaffa, I interviewed Major General Cassels at
his divisional headquarters. I asked him where he had served in the
war. He and his division had fought their way into Germany in
1945 and remained there until a few months ago. I wondered about
fraternization in Germany and Palestine. “Oh,” he answered, “a
great deal of fraternization went on between our soldiers and Ger-
mans. There’s none here between us and Jews.” An ironic reversal a
year after the war! The King David outrage made matters worse.

Jerusalem’s King David is the finest hotel in the Middle East.
A few minutes after noon, on Monday, July 22, 1946, a delivery
truck drove up to the kitchen entrance of the hotel and men dressed
like Arabs began unloading large metal milk cans. When all the
containers had been placed inside the kitchen, a thunderous ex-
plosion occurred, sheets of flame enveloped the building from
basement to roof, glass, masonry, and timber flew through the air,
and shots were heard as a truck and a small automobile escaped
from the scene. The entire front comner of the hotel’s south wing, all
seven floors, had been shorn off as though a thousand-ton bomb had
dropped on it. The south wing was used at the time by the
Secretariat of the government of Palestine and as British military
headquarters. Ninety-one officers and officials, many of them highly
placed, were killed, including Julius Jacobs, Finance Under Secretary,
and Captain M. Levy, two pro-Zionist British Jews. Hundreds were
seriously hurt.

I arrived in Jerusalem three days after this crime had been com-
mitted. Most Palestine Jews were incensed by the act of brutality and
had no doubt about its authors. The next day indeed, Irgun Tsvai
Leumi, a Jewish terrorist organization, admitted the deed but con-
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tended that it had telephoned the hotel switchboard twenty-two
minutes before the explosion and given instructions that the building
be evacuated. This attempt at extenuation was apparently addressed
not to the public in general but to the larger Jewish paramilitary
defense body, the Hagana, which had agreed to the Irgun’s attack
on the British headquarters in the King David Hotel provided it
took place before working hours so that no personnel was harmed.
The terrorists argued, however, that the only way of bringing the
explosives into the premises was via the milk cans and these were
always delivered during the lunch hour.

One effect of the King David midday madness was a schism be-
tween the Irgun gunmen, who had already staged kidnapings of
British Tommies and other Wild-West coups, and the Hagana,
the underground but “regular” Jewish army subject to the responsible
Jewish leadership. The Hagana too was at war with the British in
Palestine, but limited itself to such acts as the sabotage of bridges
and railways without attacking persons or engaging in fierce vendettas
and tit-for-tat terror. The Hagana now took steps to curb the Irgun.
But while the sober segments of Palestinian Jewry might be shocked
by the Irgun’s senseless barbarity, no Jew could very well turn an
Irgun man over to his British pursuers or refuse shelter to a hunted
terrorist. For it was generally felt that however misguided its methods,
the Irgun was devoted to the ideal of a Jewish state.

Inevitably, the British authorities imposed a curfew on Jerusalem
and spread a net over all Palestine for the apprehension of the King
David culprits. The curfew required every resident to remain indoors,
and neither stand on roofs nor lean out of windows, from 6 p.M.
to 6 aAM. As the curfew hour approached, say at 5 p.m., one could
notice people on the streets looking at their watches. Fifteen minutes
later the pace of pedestrians quickened. By a quarter to six everybody
was running. At six the city was empty and silent, except for the
rumble of military vehicles.

Though the sight of Jerusalem’s populace, Englishmen, Arabs,
and Jews, hastily disappearing into their stone houses by foreign
fiat was not without a certain fascination, it scarcely added to the
sum total of human dignity. A violent few had brought it on the
innocent many. )

Journalists were given special passes exempting them from curfew
restrictions. Every evening I would leave the Hotel Eden (not named
for the British statesman) to watch the strange phenomenon of a
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city’s public life ebbing away without signal or siren. Two or three
minutes after the lethal hour of six, a British patrol would appear
either on foot or in a truck or small armored car. I kept the official
permit in my front handkerchief pocket, for a rapid motion of the
hand into any other pocket might suggest the intention of whipping
out a weapon. The military were very nervous, and not without
reason, for a terrorist threatened with arrest is like a lion at bay, and
British personnel had been ambushed before.

One evening, climbing up a deserted street, I overtook a tall
British officer, and as I glanced sideways I saw a sensitive, troubled
face. My “Good evening” seemed a godsend and was eagerly recipro-
cated with the obvious added comment that it could not be very
good in the midst of “this mess.” I identified myself and so did the
Englishman. He was from London and we talked nostalgically about
it. He wanted to be home, to leave all of this behind and have some
peace. “We are hated here,” he said, “and we hate the whole dirty
business. But we had to have the curfew for our own protection.
Besides, the Jews and Arabs will massacre one another if we get out.”

The gulf between the British and the Jews was growing wider.
After the murder at the King David, Lieutenant General Evelyn
Barker, British Commander-in-Chief in Palestine, issued a secret
circular, which was soon published by the Jewish press and acknowl-
edged as correct, stating that “all Jewish places of entertainment,
cafés, restaurants, shops and private dwellings” were put “out of
bounds.” Then for emphasis, “No British soldier is to have any
intercourse with any Jew. . . . These measures will inflict some
hardship on the troops,” it was admitted, but “they will be punishing
the Jews in a way the race dislikes more than any: by striking at
their pockets and showing our contempt for them.”

It was a Naziish ukase, and Herbert S. Morrison declared in the
House of Commons that the British government “disassociates
itself” from General Barker’s order. But British officials in Jerusalem
defended Barker. “Can you blame him after the King David?” they
argued.

The Arab-Jewish rift was even worse than the British-Jewish
quarrel. Lieutenant General Sir Alan G. Cunningham, the British
High Commissioner, told me that he could get Arabs and Jews to
attend his cocktail parties because they stood around in separate
groups. But they would not accept an invitation to a dinner in his
house where they had to sit down together.
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An Arab maid asked her Jewish mistress to buy her a frock in
a Jewish shop. “If I went in myself,” she explained, “my relatives
would slit my throat.”

An Arab merchant changed to European clothes, so as to be
inconspicuous, when he visited his Jewish attorney’s office.

This was not a new situation. The isolation had increased with
the years. The Jewish young men and women I knew in Palestine
in 1919 and 1920 spoke Arabic. Their children knew only a few words
of the language. In 1919 and 1920, Arab peasants sold vegetables
and fruits to Jewish housewives in the cities. In 1934, Arabs in
Jewish Tel Aviv were either tourists or window-shoppers; Jews oc-
casionally went slumming in Arab Jaffa. Arab farm labor had been
ousted from the Jewish agricultural colonies. This was a deliberate
policy, known as “The Conquest of Labor,” designed to open jobs
for newcomers from Eastern Europe and regenerate ghetto Jews
through creative physical work. A laudable purpose but politically
divisive and disastrous!

The 1947 partition of India was surgery, a painful severing of
limbs and tissues intimately interlinked, for Moslems, Hindus, and
Sikhs were one body though they worshiped differently and had
different outlooks. But Palestine was partitioned long before the
politicians cut the map in two. Jews and Arabs were different not
only in religion, but in culture, living standards, social patterns,
political goals, and economic interests. Hates and fears built a high
wall between them. The bisection of Palestine into an Isracli state
and an Arab state merely clothed a condition with a constitution.

The British were caught in the middle. The Zionists charged that
anti-Zionism was dominant among the permanent British officials
who implemented their policy through Foreign Secretary Ernest
Bevin, the allegedly “anti-Semitic” Labor leader. The Arabs believed
that under American pressure England, loyal to Biblical tradition and
the Balfour Declaration of 1917, would favor the Jews.

I went to dinner in the magnificent villa of the Grand Mufti,
situated on the road up to Mount Scopus and occupied by Kathy
Antonius, whose late husband George, author of The Arab Awaken-
ing, 1 had known in America. Kathy, sister of Lady Smart of Cairo,
was a spirited lady, interested in people and ideas, who kept an
Arab-British salon in the best European manner. Her Arab guests
were tense, upper-class young men uncertain of what role to play
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in the drama they knew impended. “If the British adopt a pro-
Jewish policy, we will turn to Russia for help,” Hadar Hussein
Effendi, nephew of the Grand Mufti, exclaimed.

“That,” replied an Arab friend, “would be like catching hold of a
shark to save yourself from drowning.” He too, however, took an
intransigent attitude on Zionism.

I spent a morning with a group of young Arab leaders in the
Arab political office in Jerusalem. Over cups of Turkish coffee, and
in an atmosphere of Furopean urbanity, they passionately pleaded
their national cause. “They are not anti-Jewish, they say,” I reported
to Mahatma Gandhi by letter. “They merely think that the Jews
should go elsewhere. The Palestine Arabs object to Palestine being
converted into a Jewish state and they object, too, to the establish-
ment of a Jewish state or any Jewish government in only a part of
Palestine. They therefore reject the British plan recently adumbrated
by Herbert Morrison in Parliament which provides for a Jewish
province and an Arab province and the retention of some territory
by the British.”

The young Arab leaders maintained that if Britain tried to impose
a pro-Jewish solution they would rise in revolt. I said they could
not cope with the British military; an insurrection would cost the
lives of a few Englishmen and many Arabs. The Arabs shrugged
their shoulders.

The soil of the Holy Land was thickly sown with the seeds of
violence.

Thus far, my trip had taken me to three countries. All three
wanted the British to withdraw. Before long, England did leave
India, which was a colony, and Palestine, a mandated territory, which
was in effect a colony. She stayed in Egypt, an independent country,
for the sake of Suez.

At most, Suez was an imperial key. India was the imperial crown.
Palestine too was valuable property. Yet the British gave them up
and held on to the Canal. The reasons why this was possible are
illuminating:

Egypt's pashas, beys, and royal courtiers were tom between a
controllable nationalistic hostility to foreign occupation and a domi-
nant social or class hostility to change. They could have unleashed a
popular movement to force the British out. But they feared the
people; they knew that a mass upsurge against foreign rule might
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teach the miserable millions how to oppose their native overlords.
These revolutionary possibilities persuaded the political and eco-
nomic rulers of Egypt to let sleeping dogs lie and let the British
stay. With more faith in itself and closer ties with the people, the
upper class might have experimented, as their peers have elsewhere,
in using nationalism to expel the foreign power and thereby enhance
their own power. But at that moment the masters of Egypt took
no chances; an occasional inexpensive, ineffective riot served quite
adequately as a patriotic vent for university students and as a
patriotic fig leaf for themselves.

Neither was England under any foreign pressure to abandon
Egypt. On the contrary, the retention of the Canal by a Western
nation seemed an insurance against Soviet expansion.

The United States, however, did maintain a constant barrage of
criticism against British rule in India and Palestine. Never having
had an empire and having prospered without one, America saw no
wisdom in imperialism. The first colony to wring independence from
a foreign regime, America easily generated a vague yet vehement
sympathy for any colony bent on the same purpose.

American influence apart, the British Labor government which
came to power in 1945, and its supporters in and out of Parliament,
would have felt acutely uncomfortable if called upon to suppress
a revolt provoked by their obstruction of Indian independence after
having championed it for many years out of office. The physical cost
and financial expense of such a military-police operation right after
the exhausting Second World War would have been back-breaking
and, as a matter of fact, was never contemplated. Organized and
guided by the genius of Mahatma Gandhi and enriched by his
moral quality, the Indian freedom movement had attained nation-
wide, mass proportions with millions of followers in all classes and
castes. As early as Gandhi’s famous Salt March in March, 1930, it
had become clear that the Indians were invincible. After that it was
only a matter of time before the immovable object called British
raj would have to remove itself or the irresistible force would eddy
around it, dig under it, and finally wash it out to sea.

In an interview I had with Prime Minister Clement R. Attlee
at Number Ten Downing Street on October 14, 1946, he said,
apropos of Palestine, “If we are attacked by both Arabs and Jews
and if no one wants us, we will get out.” Further in the discussion
he returned to this theme: “We cannot stay if no one wants us,”
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he asserted. The same principle applied to India. “No one” would
have been an exaggeration. But so many Indians and Palestinians
wanted Britain to leave that Britain did.

The British people, amply endowed with that complicated virtue
which carries the simple label of political maturity, knew that they
could not accomplish the numerous pressing, postwar creative tasks
at home while seated on the lid of a pot containing several hundred
million seething Indians. It was for this reason, among others,
that they voted the Labor party into power only two months after
they had won a difficult war under the able leadership of their beloved
Winston. He would not have freed India. The Labor government
had to. The liberation of India was among its chief historic functions.
A country either copes courageously with the surgical operations
history demands of it or it deteriorates, and victorious Britain did
not intend to deteriorate. Other nations that had flinched in the
war failed in peace. But England faced her domestic problems,
as she had met the Nazi threat, with stamina and stubbornness
and the self-sacrifice born of self-confidence.

CHAPTER THREE

New England?

‘ I lHE DAY 1 arrived in London from India in 1946 I thought

back to an experience in wartime Britain five years earlier.
During a visit to a military airfield near Bath, Captain Ian Gleed,
age twenty-five, leader of a night-fighter squadron in the Royal Air
Force, took me up over the English Channel in an open training
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plane, and then two Hurricane pursuit ships came up and maneuvered
in mock combat around us. When we landed, Ian, hero of the Battle
of Britain, walked me over to his own Hurricane fighter and pointed
to the fifteen little yellow swastikas painted on its flank. Those
were “for the fifteen Jerries I've shot down so far,” he said. He
patted the Hurricane as one would a favorite horse. Suddenly he
grew meditative and said, “Do you think we shall be unemployed
when it’s all over?”

Ian never knew the answer. He was killed in combat in 1944.
But he knew that right after the First World War, when he was
a baby, British officers begged in British streets and British soldiers
peddled pencils or sang for alms. Hence Ian’s query. He was
wondering, he must have wondered often, whether he would be
penniless though England owed him so much.

Ian, a middleclass boy, would have voted Labor. Military like
Ian and civilians by the millions wanted to try out new faces and
new ideas. England would not tolerate conditions similar to those
that existed in the 1920’s and 1930’s when the unemployment of two
million adults—out of a total national population of forty-eight
million men, women, and children—was considered normal and
ineradicable. If anything it was this unemployment in the prewar
period, reflected in Captain Ian Gleed’s worry, that explains Labor’s
smashing electoral victory in the summer of 1945. The nation’s mood|
prompted it to turn away from the old.

There was, to be sure, no zeal to set the world on fire; the bombs
had done too much of that. The people were too tired and too
patriotic to discard the ancient foundations which had withstood
the onslaught so sturdily. The superstructure, however, seemed to
need renovating. There would always be an England, but not the
same kind.

Despite bombs, blood, and crashing buildings, the war was ex-
hilarating, the future a remote and gnawing uncertainty. When the
future arrived with the peace, the British, proud that they had
single-handedly stemmed the tide which engulfed a continent, looked
back somewhat nostalgically to the wartime equality of sacrifice
and brotherhood-under-the-bombs. Some of this, they hoped, would
be salvaged for the years ahead.

I asked a London tailor in 1946 whether he could make me a
suit. He said yes, but the best British woolens were being exported.
With the proceeds England bought food abroad so her people
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could eat. He explained, he did not complain. Further in our
conversation he said he missed the war. “Not the air raids,” I
commented.

“No, but their spirit,” he replied. He had “fire-watched” many a
night with a lord and a bank director.

The social leveling did not survive the war and was incomplete
during it. Money quickly drove a wedge between different income
groups. But a strong tendency persisted after the war (1) to level
incomes through taxation, (2) to level living standards through
food rationing, (3) to level available medical aid through a national
health service, and (4) to level down the political power of the
business community by withdrawing a number of industries from its
control and placing them under government operation.

Nations must make rearrangements day by day and month by
month in their politics, economics, and social structure. But if the
status quo, the existing order, acquires too much resistance to change,
a backlog of unmade adjustments accumulates and hampers growth
and hurts health. Reform blocked too long breeds revolution.

England possessed the flexibility and wisdom to reform. The war
had a lot to do with it. All the people, rich and poor, men, women,
and children, military and civilians, had stood firm like a high
rock in a storm. National cohesion reduced class consciousness.
The ubiquitous evidence that dignity and nobility in danger inhered
in individuals irrespective of class strengthened the trust of one class
in another.

“This country survived the Battle of Britain,” a titled English-
woman said to me with more than a touch of emotion. “No harm
can come to us from within. We”—she meant the upper class—“we
should have been frightened by Labor’s innovations had they taken
place before the war. Fancy nationalizing the Bank of England! And
coall And the railways! But let them experiment. It’s only fair that
Labor should have its innings.”

The Communists’ blind loyalty to Moscow and their irmitating,
un-British methods, made British Labor far more anti-Communist
than anticapitalist. Its original fund of idealism was heavily weighted
with pacifism, but it had backed wars and military budgets in the
national interest. Labor’s nationalism, however, is tempered, except
in the demagogues, by internationalism, Christian brotherhood, and
anti-imperialism.

The British Labor party is first of all British, not merely loyally
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British, as demonstrated by its participation in the Churchill govern-
ment during the war and by its actions before and since, but
characteristically British. It lacks a rigid dogma. Its discipline permits
differences. Jesus Christ inspires more of its members than does
Karl Marx. It depends on and caters to workers’ support but does
not- make a religion of the class war. It recognizes the clash of
classes without aggravating it in Parliament or industry. Neither
is class equated with country or placed above country.

The Labor government’s reforms after the Second World War were
not designed to establish a working-class or proletarian state. Twenty
per cent of British industry was nationalized; some thought it
insufficient, a number were disappointed with the results.

Most of the nationalized industries had been inefficient; the coal
industry was derelict for decades. The community and the owners
profited too little. British capitalism had run down. Productivity was
low. The rate of reinvestment in industry fell below modern require-
ments. Whenever private business lacks the capital or withholds
the capital for the renewal and expansion of its equipment it grows
technologically inefficient and socially delinquent and opens the
door to action by the state. In 1945, British working-class and middle-
class votes accordingly raised into power a party committed to the
use of common funds for national economic uplift.

British Labor, however, never intended to nationalize farming or
retail trade or the larger part of industry. Even its radical wing would
have been content with a few additional firms in the state’s grip.
British Labor, like Britain, was wedded to liberal democracy. Nobody
and nothing was expropriated. The state paid compensation for all
the enterprises it nationalized.

Labor also undertook a redistribution of income, goods, and
benefits so that the poor would be leveled up and the rich down.
Building materials were government-controlled. Aneurin Bevan, risen
from pony boy in a Welsh mine to striped-trousered Minister of
Health and Housing in Whitehall, consciously pursued a policy of
houses for workers only, denying the wherewithal for repairs to
anyone else. England had always been slum-ridden and now, due to
the Nazis, there were not even enough slums.

Food was rationed. The country consumed more food than before
the war. Workers were eating better than ever, and their children
fared extremely well. Other classes consumed less for more money.

The government also rationed clothing. Under the new national
health service, millions of poor who had never been able to have their
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teeth fixed—one could see the ugly results in any street crowd—or
visit a doctor received adequate medical care. The privileged upper-
income strata complained, talked about the numerous abuses, but
accepted the innovations as inevitable. No Conservative government
would dare tamper with the health service or with housing priorities.

Money ceased to be the only medium of distribution. Red tape
competed with pound notes as a means of getting goods and facilities.
But there was no black market. Though they might resent official
policy, Englishmen played fair out of a sense of national dignity—
which is more than patriotism. Having fought the war so nobly they
could not ignobly let their country down in peacetime by allowing
material scarcity to lead them into immorality.

Probably the scarcest commodity was labor. Signs in office and shop
windows pleaded for stenographers, saleswomen, waitresses, maids,
and so forth. Men were quitting the mines in droves and seeking
better-paid jobs. Prime Minister Attlee told a deputation of high-
minded citizens that if all German prisoners of war were sent home
England could not gather in the harvest. Nor were enough hands
available to clear the debris from blitzed sites. Working men enjoyed
this condition and frowned on government proposals to encourage
immigration.

It was the labor shortage and the demand for high or full employ-
ment that constituted the revolutionary leaven in postwar Britain.
Scarce labor, favored by state rationing, costs more; to pay the added
expense private enterprise had to increase productivity. It became
wise and desirable to spare the man and introduce more machines.
The government paid for much of the new mechanization. In Lon-
don I obtained a list of more than a hundred factories which the
government was financing and building but which were to be oper-
ated by private enterprise for a small rental. Laborites called this
“Mixed Economy”: state capitalism in partnership with private
capitalism in the national interest. All the new plants were located in
the former derelict industrial areas, centers of chronic unemploy-
ment for decades.

The British state was spending more and needed money. Several
items of national bookkeeping stood out in bright red ink: less coal
would be exported; fewer cotton goods would be sold to India; more
food would be imported. The sizable deficits could only be covered
by tapping America’s good will and purse.

It was ironic that billions from the American capitalist government
to the British Labor government should have facilitated the national-
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ization of British capitalist industry. But foreign policy is often shot
through with social contradictions. A Socialist Britain was sure to be
on America’s side in the battle with Soviet imperialism; therefore
London got loans from Washington. “It is not really important to
us,” said George F. Kennan, chief of the U.S. State Department’s
Policy Planning Staff, “how much of the economy of England is con-
trolled by the British government as long as the rights of individual
Englishmen are still protected by a system of justice second to none
that the world has known. . . . As long as these conditions prevail
we need have no fear that the national strength of England will ever
be used for purposes basically hostile to this country.”

Britain is America’s door and corridor to Europe. There are always
differences and clashes of interests between nations, but without or
against Britain the United States could have no effective policy in
Europe, and perhaps none in Asia either. This practical consideration
was emotion-coated with the admiration which Americans felt for
England during her wartime struggle to survive. Nor was the admira-
tion diminished by her austere peacetime struggle for revival with
state aid.

For America the only alternative to supporting Labor Britain would
have been the impossible one of watching British economy collapse.
The Labor government also had no choice; it felt compelled, under
its electoral mandate, to feed, clothe, and shelter the people ade-
quately. The process involved a legal, peaceful transition from old-
time capitalism to a new kind of capitalist-socialist welfare state which
might become typical on all continents in the second half of the
twentieth century. Historically, this was exciting.

But the millions of men and women, chiefly women, who stood in
queues from morning till evening did not see their humdrum lives in
epic perspective. Gradualism had no thrills. My hotel displayed an
“Old England” sign which read, “The management would be grate-
ful if visitors dining in the restaurant would kindly wear evening
dress.” Man does not live by bread alone. He yearns for something
tasty, elegant, and colorful. He needs circuses and pageantry. Soldiers
and officers, back in the treadmill after great wartime adventures,
were itked by the monotony and tedium. The yawn is as politically
destructive as the laugh.

Friends asked whether America would launch a war against Russia.
Richard Crossman, Labor M.P., said England would be neutral in
the next war. “There will be no neutrals,” commented Kingsley
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Martin, editor of the weekly New Statesman and Nation.

Herbert Morrison, economic co-ordinator in the British govern-
ment, told me of a dinner “which some of our Labor chaps gave to
Soviet Ambassador Gusev to get better acquainted and make him
feel at home. I asked him why they acted with so much suspicion
toward the West. He made a long speech about the bravery of the
Red army. I said to him, ‘No, no, my good man, you misunderstood
my question,” and repeated it. The ambassador delivered another long
speech about the Red army. Then I understood that he didn’t dare
talk freely.

“But surely the Kremlin doesn’t want a war,” Morrison reflected.
“Isn’t it much better to let Molotov and Vishinsky fire away on every
occasion and answer them without bitterness? We just state our case.
That way they will be put in the wrong with world public opinion.”

I suggested that Western statesmen ought to keep asserting their
belief in the foreign policy of former Soviet Foreign Commissar
Maxim Litvinov, the policy of collective security against aggressors.

Regarding Palestine, Morrison urged the adoption of his plan for
partition into an Arab and a Jewish province. “But the Zionists want
a state,” I interposed.

“They could get it, after a period, out of the autonomous prov-
inces,” he explained. “They could have control over immigration.”

“Not completely?”

“They could,” he insisted, “unless they went wild, which I don’t
think they would.”

I asked him how he got on with Ermnest Bevin, the Foreign Sec-
retary; there were always stories about friction between them. “Ernie
and I have been getting on very well,” Morrison replied. “I like Emie.
In the last government we had some scraps, but not in this one. I
leave him alone and he leaves me alone. The government is function-
ing well as a team.”

The “team” functioned well because it had a good captain in
Prime Minister Clement R. Attlee. Immediately after my talk with
Morrison I had an interview with Attlee at Ten Downing Street.

Mr. Attlee reccived me in a large room with a large table sur-
rounded by chairs. At each place was a pad of Ten Downing Street
stationery and four or five pencils. Apparently, the Cabinet would
soon meet. In front of Attlee stood two black telephones, one marked
“Secret,” the other “Normal.” The Prime Minister looked much
grayer than when I last saw him in 1941. He also looked disheveled,
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and later I realized why: he kept curling the hair that fringes his
bald pate.

Attlee asked me about the German leaders I had met. He asked
whether India had a second generation of able young leaders. He
asked about Russian policy and said, “It’s remarkable how the Soviet
government has dissipated the great amount of good will they had in
this country.” He said Britain had urgently requested the United
States to persuade the UN to take over the Palestine problem. He
made few other statements. Mostly he put questions, and the only
indication I had of his views was when he occasionally took his pipe
out of his mouth to say, “Quite, quite.” This was far from satisfac-
tory, but I had no choice; he obviously intended to remain uncom-
municative,

If Attlee did not seem a dynamic figure he was a fighter, and in the
House of Commons he was a tenacious, incisive debater. A middle-
class intellectual who had identified himself with Labor, he served as
the fulcrum moderator between factions, always positive, never
obstrusive or abrasive. He had a faculty of withdrawing without yielc -
ing ground, and therefore made a fine chairman. A Churchill Cabinet
meeting often became a forum for Winston’s brilliant if business-
impeding disquisitions, whereas Attlee, a consummate listener, drew
the maximum from his colleagues and helped the government func-
tion as an efficient, unthwarted unit. A lesser man than Churchill, it
is a question whether Attlee was not a far better peacetime Prime
Minister.

The British, one felt, were creative; they had decided to build a
better Britain and the government was resolved to implement the
decision. This required another type of popular heroism, less spec-
tacular than war heroism but more impressive because so dull. Morale
was sustained by the work on new hospitals, factories, and homes, by
full employment, the government’s moderation, Emest Bevin’s firm
foreign policy, peace in industry (few strikes), the occasional ap-
pearance of peaches and grapes on side-street pushcarts, and the
occasional appearance of the sun. Many Englishmen were taking their
fist summer holiday since 1939 and reveling in it. September saw
less rain. Good weather meant clear sailing for the government.

Captain Ian Gleed would not have been unemployed. His surviving
colleagues found jobs. No bemedaled heroes in faded raincoats were
hawking lead pencils in 1946. Ian, so vital, would have rejoiced in his
country’s virility despite the wartime drain on blood and energy and
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in its creativeness despite economic hardships. But if, some black
night, flying high over England on the prow! for Nazi raiders, the mys-
terious stars and his loneliness had moved him to dream a dream of a
bright new world when the fighting was over, he would have been dis-
appointed. The postwar is hardly a time for dream fulfillment. People
were living close to the earth, worried about rations, a roof, and the
next war. The old England was not dead, and a new England had not
yet been born. The in-between phase tried Britain’s patience.

Nevertheless, the postwar years confirmed the British people’s war-
time faith in themselves. Under stress they were firm. In weakness
they were great. There was a promise in all this that England would
be strong again.

CHAPTER FOUR

. Little Belgium

‘ I IHE STORY is told of a headline in a big London newspaper
which read: “STORM OVER CHANNEL. CONTINENT ISOLATED.” The
entire European Continent was seen as a satellite somewhere off the
coast of the center of the universe. The truth is that even after the
wartime decline in Britain’s power, the British, and foreigners like
myself, had this same sense of her position as the sun of the political
solar system. After my stay in Egypt, India, and Palestine, I felt cut
off from world currents. The East holds one concentrated on itself.
I had to re-establish contact with the switchboard of international
politics, and that was England. From London I hopped over to
Belgium, then back to London, then on to France and Germany,
and again to England.
In Belgium, the entire population of eight and a half million
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seemed to live by the black market. I talked to poor, middle class,
and rich. They all depended on the black market. Prime Minister
Camille Huysmans said to me, “Our people learned during the war
to live legally and illegally.” Blackmarketing, which was an anti-Nazi
adventure in wartime, remained a habit in peacetime. Though
coupons were required for the purchase of certain commodities, mer-
chants announced quite openly, in the hearing of other customers,
that by paying extra you could buy without coupons. Shops were well
stocked, and the restaurants, especially after Asia and London, were
dizzily luscious. I bought some food for London. After austere, law-
abiding England, the easygoing cynicism of Belgium was impressive
and depressing.

But the farms with their shaggy horses, the men in patched cordu-
roys, the women bent over vegetable rows, the country roads lined
with neatly pruned trees, the low houses, the canals, the street cars,
the factories, everything seemed fastened to the earth with the steel
bands of history. No invader could carry them away.

A controversy was shaking Belgium and because it concerned the
future of a king it really interested the people and not only politicians,
intellectuals, and journalists. On the day the newspapers reported that
Greece had voted to return King George to his throne in Athens,
Prime Minister Huysmans told me in Brussels that Leopold III would
never be king of Belgium again. “The King,” the seventy-five-year-old
Premier declared, “was and is a Fascist. During the Ethiopian War
he sent a friendly message to Italian Marshal Graziani. He sym-
pathized with General Franco.”

I wondered whether Leopold had any choice but to surrender the
Belgian army to the Nazis on May 28, 1940. “Of course he did,” M.
Huysmans exclaimed and slapped the side of his thigh for emphasis.
“Perhaps he had to surrender the troops under his immediate com-
mand in one battle area. He did not have to order the entire Belgian
army, part of which was in France, to lay down its arms. He could
have left the country, as the Belgian government did, and continue
the resistance from abroad. Leopold was never a prisoner of the
Nazis.” By implication he was their voluntary guest.

Was it not a fact, I argued, that the Belgian army helped cover the
retreat of the British and French to Dunkirk where they slipped into
the water and out of the Nazi noose to live to fight another day?
Some isolated units acting independently had, the Prime Minister
agreed, but Leopold deserved no credit for it.
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I inquired whether the powerful Catholic party might not bring the
King back. “Impossible,” M. Huysmans afirmed, “there will be blood
in the streets. The workers will fight. In private many Catholics are
antiroyalists. The Catholics are too intelligent to try restoring Leo-
pold.”

The Prime Minister's vehement opposition to the return of the
King from Switzerland did not spring from any intention to end the
monarchy. “I am a republican,” he asserted, “but I am also a practical
man, not a dogmatic theoretician. In view of the division of Belgium
between Walloons and Flemings and between Catholics and Social-
ists, in view, moreover, of the divisions between the nations of the
world, a king is an element of strength and unity.” I had no difficulty
assimilating this view. An American used to become an antimon-
archist as soon as he learned about George III in primary school. As
he grew older the Sultan, the Czar, and the Kaiser made royalty
synonymous with tyranny. But after the First World War and during
and after the Second, uncrowned heads—Hitler, Mussolini, and
Stalin, for instance—incubated much mischief, whereas in Scandi-
navia, Britain, and so forth kings and queens, by preserving tradition
without obstructing change, came to symbolize stability, democracy,
and middle<lass normality.

Postwar Belgium experienced trouble finding the right king and
spent considerable care and emotion on the matter because Belgian
freedom depended on it. M. Huysmans hoped Leopold would re-
nounce the throne and thus clear the way to the ascension of the
liberal Regent, Prince Charles, Leopold’s brother. Charles, however,
was a bachelor and therefore a problem, for a king should have an
offspring, and Charles refused to marry.

Belgium is mainly Catholic, and the Catholic party, heavily pro-
Leopold, was the largest. The issue of the royal succession, however,
was so acute that in 1946 an anti-Leopold coalition, a strange pudding
consisting of Socialists and the Big Business liberals with a bitter
sauce of Communists, had taken office under Camille Huysmans.

“I am a Socialist and a democrat,” M. Huysmans said. “That dis-
tinguishes me from the Communists who are Socialists but not demo-
cratic. When I was in London during the war I published the names
of two hundred Polish Socialists whom the Russians liquidated in
Poland. The Soviet authorities never denied my charges. Russia has
established her bloc in Central and Eastern Europe,” the Prime
Minister continued, “but when there is talk of a Western bloc Mos-
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cow screams that it is threatened.” He had the old-style Socialist’s
venomous hatred of Communists. They reciprocated.

On taking leave, I asked M. Huysmans to arrange an interview for
me with his Foreign Minister, Paul Henri Spaak. He telephoned and
an appointment was fixed for five the next afternoon.

Monsieur Spaak, a vigorous man with round face and black, homn-
rimmed glasses, received me in his cluttered office. It was soon obvious
that he was granting me a perfunctory interview because his Prime
Minister had requested it. When I asked him what happened to a
country like Belgium after its second invasion in a generation, what
sort of safety it expected from its foreign policy, he replied that
Belgium believed in the United Nations and would be loyal to its
obligations. “Those are mere words,” I commented with intended
bluntness, and I added, “You won’t mind my saying so, will you? I
have never learned to be diplomatic with diplomats.” He appeared
shocked, but my remark elicited the statement that he was opposed
to the veto in the UN Charter and had opposed it at San Francisco
and subsequently.

1 inquired about the Paris Peace Conference which he had just left
for a brief stay at home. He thought it would result in peace treaties
with Italy, Bulgaria, and other ex-enemy states.

“Treaties,” I said, “but no solutions.”

“There can be no basis for peace,” he declared, somewhat testily,
“so long as one of the three big powers, which is in fact the second,
behaves in a mysterious fashion.”

“The fact that Russia is mysterious,” I suggested, “really solves some
of the mystery. America is not mysterious, nor England, nor Belgium.
Russia is mysterious because it is a walled dictatorship and that is the
source of her foreign policy.”

Suddenly he said, “What is your name?”

I told him. “Ah,” he exclaimed. “Now I know who you are. I have
read your Men and Politics.” Thereafter the tone of the interview
changed. “We must find safety,” he said, “in a united Europe united
with the United States.” Meanwhile, Belgium hoped to consolidate a
federation (Benelux) with Holland and Luxembourg.

I asked how he could report on the Paris Peace Conference to a
Cabinet that included Communist ministers. “I can’t,” he declared
frankly. “They would be sending my words to Moscow the same day.
So I reported to Prince Charles”—and, presumably, to the Prime
Minister and individual ministers.
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“Charles,” he stated, “is very intelligent. “Van Zeeland [veteran
Belgian Prime Minister and Foreign Minister],” he said to me once,
‘is like a brilliant light in front of my eyes which blinds me. You stand
behind me and shed light on what is in front.” We are trying to find
the Prince a wife. That is not easy.”

Spaak explained that to get the Communists out of the Cabinet the
Socialists would have to form a coalition with the Catholics, and he,
as a Socialist, favored such a combination. But he could not counte-
nance Leopold’s restoration.

(In 1950, Leopold, tired of waiting in Switzerland, and hoping, by
a dramatic act, to precipitate a decision in his favor, returned to
Belgium. His presence, however, provoked street rioting which forced
him to abdicate. Later, his young son took the crown as Baudoin I.)

M. Degrelle, the wartime Belgian Rexist or Fascist, had been in the
news. He had fled to Spain and Franco refused to return him. “What
can be done about Spain?” I inquired of Spaak.

“I would get rid of Franco,” he replied, “but, first, we must avoid
a civil war, and, two, I would make sure the Communists don’t get
in. I think,” he added, “that immediately after the war the great
powers, and that means chiefly England, could have removed Franco.
London actually considered restoring the Spanish throne.”

At the end of our talk he invited me to lunch at his house the next
day. Madame Spaak, a gracious political hostess, the Spaaks’ two
grown-up daughters, Marie and Antoinette, and Ferdnand, age
twenty-three, a lieutenant in the British navy during the war, as well
as Victor Larock, editor of the Brussels Socialist daily, Le Peuple,
were present in the simple family dining room. At table, the Foreign
Minister and everybody else interrogated me about Russia. Spaak
could scarcely disguise his indignation at Moscow’s imperialism out-
side and cruelties inside. He was an internationalist, and favored a
united Europe, in fact world government if possible. Meanwhile, he
was nursing Benelux (Belgium-Netherlands-Luxembourg) a three-in-
one union which some day would have a single currency, maybe a
single government. “Belgium,” he affirmed, “cannot stand alone.”

“When the Nazi scum withdrew,” he said, “some Hitlerite weeds
remained. Among them is anti-Semitism, a phenomenon Belgium had
never known. This is one of the results of our using totalitarian
methods to win the war.”

Presently, Ferdnand opened a sideboard drawer and drew from it a
copy of my Men and Politics. “Autograph it only to me,” M. Spaak
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suggested teasingly. The children protested, and I wrote, “To M.
Spaak and his extremely pleasant family.”

“Now,” the father said, “Marie and Antoinette will quarrel as to
who should read it this evening.” We promised to meet in New York
when he would be presiding at the United Nations Assembly.

Politics has exciting drama for me. But I like it best mixed with
warm personal contact. The Spaak lunch combined people and
politics.

The next day, I mixed art with politics in near-by Antwerp, spend-
ing most of the day in the old house of Peter Paul Rubens, who died
in 1640, and the rest of the day discussing the seamen’s strike in the
port. Le Peuple asserted that the strike had no economic justification
and was merely a rehearsal for emergency events which favor a foreign
power. The editor of an Antwerp Catholic newspaper told me that
Russia intended to seize the city and hold it as a loaded revolver
pointed at Britain’s temple. I remarked that Antwerp was safe as
long as England and America occupied Germany. But the ed.tor’s
apprehension reflected the nervousness of that first postwar year when
it was not yet certain whether the West could contain Russia. Many
Europeans had measured the distance between themselves and the
nearest Soviet soldier.

CHAPTER FIVE

“Peace’’ at Paris

APPARENTLY neither war nor peace can dim the exquisite,
eternal beauty of Paris. It is a place where one wants to have
much time just to sit and sip, and eat. It is a wonderful place to do
nothing. That made it a wonderful place for the peace conference.
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An international peace conference had been convened in Paris early
in 1946 to write the peace born of the Second World War. 1 at-
tended a session of the conference in the ornate Senate chamber of
the Palais du Luxembourg. With the delegates from many countries
seated around a huge oval table, the after-lunch meeting was called
to order at 3:50 P.M. instead of 3:20, and thereafter, until five, the
diplomats discussed how to save time. The Englishman limited him-
self to a few brief sentences. The American talked less than a minute.
The Soviet spokesmen made long specches. It was not difficult to
make war on time at this peace conference. If you talked twenty
minutes you killed an hour, for a speech in English had to be trans-
lated into French and Russian, and a Russian speech into English
and French, and a French speech into Russian and English.

The delegates looked and were bored. Inside the sessions they dis-
cussed shipping on the Danube, Hungarian deportees, Rumanian
reparations, Italian frontiers. Outside, there was one topic: Russia.

Paris was down-at-the-heel but I enjoyed walking the streets. France
still suffered from an automobile and bus shortage and gasoline
scarcity; many people walked, and many women rode bicycles as they
had during the war. They developed powerful calf muscles.

In the hotel barbershop, I had my hair cut by an old French barber.
When he had finished I asked whether I could have an olive oil
shampoo. “Olive 0il?” he exclaimed. “On your head? We haven’t
even got it for our stomachs.” This led straight into a discussion of
politics. “I'm voting Communist in the next election,” he said. He
was not a Communist, but “everybody else has failed and the Com-
munists are making promises, so I'm going to let them have a chance.”
There must have been hundreds of thousands of French voters
like him.

I visited several famous art galleries which I had not seen since I
was last in Paris in October, 1939, and viewed one fine collection that
owed its existence, so to speak, to Goering and his brother Nazis who
had “liberated” the paintings during the war and carried them off to
Germany. Detectives and experts had searched out the canvases and
now they were on special exhibit as returned loot.

One day I passed the hotel where Jan Masaryk, the Foreign Minis-
ter of Czechoslovakia, was staying. I went into the lobby to phone
him and make an appointment. He asked me up. “Isn’t it awfull” he
said after the usual greetings.

“What?” T asked.
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“Everything,” he replied.

“Czechoslovakia?”

“The Russkies still leave us alone in domestic matters,” he re-
sponded. “I have told them the minute they limit our freedom of the
press I quit. I can always go to America and earn my living by making
four broadcasts a month.

“But my dear fellow,” he exclaimed, changing the subject some-
what, “those Russkies have a wonderful delegation here, much better
than yours. Molotov and Vishinsky are a powerful team though they
hate one another. They work hard and have five hundred people help-
ing them.”

Jan Masaryk liked to pepper political talk with profanity and to
salt serious conversation with a sexy anecdote. He always seemed gay
and full of fun, a pessimist in his thinking but an optimist in his con-
duct. He often scoffed. One might have called him a cynic were it
not for an intuitive devotion to freedom and decency. Once he had
to fill out a questionnaire. After the item, Race, he wrote, “Hun an.”

This was his sixtieth birthday. “Look at this room,” he pointed,
“look at all the flowers. Looks like a fancy brothel.” He invited me to
lunch the next day. “What would you like, steak?” he suggested. He
said we would eat in his room—*“We can talk more freely up here.”

Food in Paris was a problem—even in his excellent hotel—and
therefore a special pleasure. Jan Masaryk ordered a martini for him-
self and steak for two if they had it, otherwise veal, and soup. We got
veal. “You take all the butter,” he urged when the lunch was brought
in. We had white bread, a rarity in Europe those days. “I saved this
peach for you from yesterday,” he said.

“Young Masaryk,” as friends called the Foreign Minister to dis-
tinguish him from his father, Professor Thomas G. Masaryk, the
scholar and founder of the post-World War I Czechoslovak republic,
was an enemy within the Soviet gates, a Westerner imprisoned by
circumstances inside the Russian empire. His years were therefore
numbered. He sensed it. “Louis,” he declared, “you know I'm no
Bolshie. I can never be a commissar. If they suppress our press I'm
through. That will be my cue. But what can I do in the meantime?
I can’t just desert the people of my country and go to my mother’s
land.” (His mother was American.)

I let him eat. “I'm considering going to the UN session in New
York,” he resumed. “But I'm overflown. Not that I'm afraid, but
I've flown too many thousands of miles.”
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“Sail on the Queen Elizabeth,” 1 urged. “I've booked on her for
October 16. You must come to America. Czechoslovakia needs a
balance. U.S. help would be a counterpoise to Russian power.”

“Of course, but you people aren’t present,” he argued. “How can I
have an independent policy when America gives me no real support?
Without America, our entire future will be decided in Moscow.”

I told Masaryk of a conversation I had had at a New York dinner
party with a Polish diplomat who said he was not a Bolshevik, he was
a Menshevik, but he had entered the service of the puppet Polish
government on the assumption that the Big Three would settle their
differences. “If you are relying on that,” I had told the Pole, “you
better quit right away.”

“If the Big Three remain at odds,” Masaryk said quickly, “Czecho-
slovakia is finished.”

Masaryk said he was in Moscow two days before the peace con-
ference opened in Paris. Marshal Zhukov (the conqueror of Berlin
in 1945) had had “a tiff” with Beria (the head of the secret police)
and was demoted to a minor post in Odessa.

“You don’t think Beria concocted ‘the tiff’ to please the boss?” I
suggested. “Stalin would want to get rid of a popular military hero.
He wants to be thought of as the only person who won the war.”

“Maybe,” he replied. “Zhukov had been saying that when his
soldiers are demobilized after six months in Czechoslovakia they de-
mand a better life at home.”

Masaryk switched the conversation to Germany. He was afraid a
pro-German policy in the West would alienate many Czechs. “Our
people suffered throughout the entire war from the Nazis,” he em-
phasized.

Masaryk glanced at his watch and offered to let his driver take me
to the Palais du Luxembourg. “I'm not going today,” he announced.
I felt sure he preferred his siesta.

How could a man with Masaryk’s experience take the peace con-
ference seriously? It was a farce conference. The Big Three Foreign
Ministers (Molotov, Bymes, and Bevin) had agreed at a meeting in
Moscow in December, 1945, to draft the peace treaties in advance,
not treaties to define relations among themselves, but treaties which
they would impose on former enemy countries. Having drafted the
documents, all nations concerned would assemble to discuss them.
They could talk, make objections, suggest changes. But the con-
ference itself would have no power to alter the drafts. When the con-
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ference adjourned, the Big Three would adopt the final texts. If they
wished they might consider the views expressed by the small nations
at the Paris sessions. But only if they wished.

So the Big Three planned the conference and so it actually func-
tioned. Moreover, it was already clear that Stalin would not allow
Poland, Rumania, Bulgaria, and Hungary to conduct the “free and
unfettered” elections which he and Roosevelt and Churchill promised
them at Yalta in 1945. An agreement was being honored in the
breach. Time to make more agreements.

The Paris Peace Conference debated the inescapable manifesta-
tions of East-West rivalry, not its causes. It accordingly got nowhere.

The only material issue before the conference was Trieste, the
Adriatic city garrisoned by British and United States troops. The
Russians wanted them out. Had the West yielded, Moscow would
have won a concrete advantage. One hot Sunday afternoon, Septem-
ber 15, 1946, I kept an appointment with a member of the American
delegation. To probe his thinking I suggested that there be no trezties,
and no agreement over Trieste.

He was horrified. “And keep our troops in Trieste?” he exclaimed.

The troops stayed in Trieste until 1954—desite the agreement.

For some diplomats a conference is like punching a time clock, it
means they have been on the job; for some diplomats who are lawyers
a treaty is proof that they have accomplished something. There is,
to be sure, a virtue in getting together with the other side as long
as that is possible, and the drafting of treaties clarifies issues. But these
formalities must never be mistaken for reality.

The skeptical Masaryk had no illusions about the Paris Peace Con-
ference. Neither had General Walter Bedell Smith. General Smith,
Eisenhower’s Chief of Staff during the war and at the time of Ger-
many’s surrender, now Ambassador in Moscow, was in Paris to assist
the American delegation. I telephoned him the morning after I
reached Paris. We had never met, but he knew my book on Soviet
foreign affairs and asked me over to his hotel. An orderly told me the
General was in his bath; would I wait? A few minutes later General
Smith appeared dressed in a purple silk robe. He said, “What can
I do for you?” I replied that I wanted nothing except to chat with
him about Russia. He said, “What do you think is the Soviet govern-
ment’s foreign policy?”

“To keep what they have and try to get as much more as possible.”

“What is their long-term goal?” he asked.

“Stalin is not thinking in long terms.”
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“I agree with you,” the Ambassador fresh from Moscow declared.
Then he talked. “I knew Moscow would be a difficult post,” he began.
“I did not seek it. Eisenhower urged me to take it. A businessman
wouldn’t take the post because there is no fun in it. Moscow didn’t
want a career diplomat. The idea back of sending me was that Stalin
fancies himself a military man and likes to talk with military people.
I took it on for six months. [He stayed three years.] The first three
months were a honeymoon. I brought Stalin a letter from Truman
which said that any statement I made was as if it had come from the
President. You know, when you are talking to Stalin, especially when
you are telling him something unpleasant, he looks at you from the
comer of his eye, never full-face; then when he talks to you he eyes
you squarely and tries to bore into you. I went to see him alone.
Molotov was there and Pavlov, Stalin’s interpreter. Molotov never
said a word.”

“Literally?” I wondered.

“Literally,” General Smith confirmed. “I told Stalin,” he con-
tinued, “that our relations needed clarification. We had to know
whether the Soviet government intended to increase its armaments.
We also had to know whether the Soviet Union proposed to advance
beyond its present line, whether they wanted more territory.”

“We don’t want much more,” Stalin asserted.

“‘Much’ is a vague word,” General Smith commented. “Does it
mean you want Turkey?”

“Stalin’s reply,” the General told me, “was evasive.” But the Am-
bassador made it clear to the dictator that America would not sit by
idly if Turkey were menaced. “Now Stalin knows we are serious about
that,” General Smith declared. I felt there had been a decision at the
highest American level to go to war, if need be, in defense of Turkey.

Turkey had come under Soviet pressure. Immediately after the war,
Stalin officially asked the Turks to cede their northern provinces of
Kars and Ardahan to Russia. At the Potsdam Conference in July,
1945, he tried to obtain President Truman’s assent to a Soviet fortress
in the Dardanelles, a transparent device for converting Turkey into
a Russian vassal. Truman said no.

Ernest Bevin, the British Labor government’s blunt, sometimes un-
grammatical Foreign Secretary, charged that the Kremlin was con-
ducting “a war of nerves” A la Hitler against Turkey. A few months
later, when Molotov put in a bid for Tripolitania in North Africa,
Bevin exclaimed that Russia “is reaching across our throat.”

The Dardanelles are a waterway into the Mediterranean. Tripoli-
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tania is part of its coast. The French and Italian Communist parties
wanted power. It seemed as if Stalin wished to transform the Medi-
terranean into a Red sea. The Russian bear was stretching a paw into
the British orbit.

Britain’s alarm was shared by America. Hence General Smith’s
frank question to Stalin about Turkey. Hence Stalin’s unsatisfactory
rely.

‘}"The Soviet Union,” General Smith said, “is the most nationalistic
country in the world. A few weeks ago I talked with Maxim Litvinov
in Moscow. Litvinov declared, “The important decisions have been
made in the Kremlin. There will be no friendship with the West.””

As Foreign Commissar for ten years, Litvinov had courted England,
France, and America. He was dismissed in May, 1939, to make way
for the Soviet-Nazi Pact. After Hitler’s invasion of Russia in June,
1941, Stalin reverted to Litvinov’s policy, took Litvinov out of the
mothballs, and sent him to the Washington Embassy. Now Hitler
was gone and, Ambassador Smith said, “Litvinov is on the way out,”
a tragic figure, the last of the Bolshevik Mohicans. All other high-
ranking survivors of the purges and trials of the 1930’s—the Ma-
lenkovs, Berias, and Gromykos—were political technocrats, bureaucrats
without faith in revolution. Their internationalism, an essential com-
ponent of Communism, had died. “An internationalist,” Stalin once
stated, “is one who unconditionally, unwaveringly, without conditions
is ready to defend the Soviet Union.” Thus Communist interna-
tionalism equals Russian nationalism. General Smith noted the phe-
nomenon for a practical reason: this nationalism was the mother of
Soviet imperialism, America’s foremost problem.

Soviet imperialism, as I saw it, resulted from inside pressures and
outside opportunities. To frighten England and France into another
Munich appeasement over Poland and to avoid a two-front war if
they fought, Hitler wooed, won, and neutralized Russia in August,
1939. Stalin exacted a price: the freedom to annex Esthonia, Latvia,
and Lithuania, the eastern half of Poland, and parts of Finland and
Rumania. They were Soviet imperialism’s first meal.

During the Second World War, the Red army seized German and
Czechoslovak lands which had never belonged to Czarist or Soviet
Russia, and overran and subjected Poland, Rumania, Czechoslovakia,
Hungary, Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, and Albania. Therewith, the Soviet
empire reached its furthest European limits. In Asia, Russia annexed
Southern Sakhalin and the Kurile Islands and returned to the Czarist
bases and railroads in Manchuria.
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This foreign expansion reflected Stalin’s domestic failures. There
had been much new construction in Russia and impressive industrial
development, but the cost of the economic system in terms of money
and lives was enormous and the return to the individual disappoint-
ing. Grain production was down, livestock had been seriously de-
pleted, and supplies of consumer commodities failed to gratify ele-
mentary needs. In the circumstances, citizens could not be expected
to put the necessary effort into their work or remain loyal to the
regime in a crisis. The situation induced a search for new mass in-
centives, some nonmaterial stimulus that would compensate for
physical privations. Stalin chose nationalism. He would substitute
love of country for the lost faith in the practical benefits of Com-
munism. He would give the nation glory instead of goods.

Having killed the spirit of the revolution by murdering so many
revolutionists Stalin resurrected the dead heroes of the Czarist past
and revived the once-reviled attributes of the buried monarchy: Cos-
sack military units, guard regiments, gaudy uniforms, epaulets, army
titles, and so forth. This was an attempt to weave Communism like
an invisible patch into Russia’s national fabric.

Further to rekindle the Russian patriotism of the Great Russians
who constituted half the country’s population and had little love for
their Georgian despot, Stalin in 1939 and 1940 regained the Baltic
states, Poland, and other Czarist-Russian areas, and restored the Czar’s
stranglehold on Manchuria. He expected the Russians to be grateful
to him and to forgive him his sins and their misery.

To reconcile the forty million Soviet Ukrainians to Muscovite
domination, their heavy cross for three centuries, Stalin annexed all
European regions with Ukrainian populations: Eastern Poland,
Czechoslovakia’s Carpatho-Rus, and Bessarabia and Moldavia in
Rumania. He expected the Ukrainians to thank him for having
created one big Ukraine.

In all Soviet citizens, the Kremlin’s expanded world power would
presumably evoke helpless submission, or pride, or the hope of con-
sumer-goods imports from the newly acquired territories.

A central purpose of Soviet aggression abroad was thus to reinforce
the Soviet system at home.

But appetite, the French say, comes with eating. The more territory
Moscow swallowed the more it craved.

The Kremlin was yielding to the suction of the power vacuum
created by the defeat of Germany, Italy, and Japan, the weakness of
Britain and France, and America’s demobilization after the war. Op-
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portunities to get rich quickly are difficult to resist especially when
their realization seems essential to life. I was one of fifteen Americans
to whom Stalin accorded a six-and-a-quarter-hour interview in Moscow
on September g, 1927. In the course of this long confrontation, Stalin
asserted that as the world situation developed “two world centers
will be formed: a Socialist center attracting to itself the countries
gravitating toward Socialism, and a capitalist center attracting to itself
the countries gravitating toward capitalism.” These two camps would
compete, Stalin predicted, and the side that won would achieve
world domination.

Stalin’s concept of Russo-American rivalry dominated his thinking
until he died. Uncertain of the outcome of the contest between the
two colossi, he aimed to attach pieces of the capitalist world to Russia
and thus improve the Kremlin’s competitive position. The Second
World War was his first chance of doing this. He thought he could
make further gains after the war.

This was the background of the Paris Peace Conference.

The overture to the conference was conducted by two maestros:
Joseph Stalin and Winston Churchill. Stalin made a speech. Date:
February 9, 1946—the turning point in postwar history. It contained
no new notes. Stalin simply declared that the development of Soviet
heavy industry from 1928 to 1941 had saved Russia from defeat in
the Second World War and that the Communist party accordingly
intended to “organize another powerful upswing of our national
economy” till it attained, by 1960, approximately three times the 1941
level: fifty million tons of pig iron, sixty million tons of steel, sixty
million tons of oil, and five hundred million tons of coal. “Only
when we succeed in doing that,” Stalin said, “can we be sure that our
motherland will be ensured against all contingencies.”

The same week Lazar Kaganovich and Georgi M. Malenkov, mem-
bers of the top Politburo, spoke on the same theme. “Our country con-
tinues to be within a capitalist encirclement,” Kaganovich declared.
“We must not lose our conquests,” Malenkov warned. “We must
consolidate our victory.”

If, despite annexations and new colonies, Russia still felt imperiled
by “capitalist encirclement,” she might seek more annexations to safe-
guard those already made. Was that what Malenkov meant by the
consolidation of victory? Stalin’s emphasis on heavy industry, which
produces armaments, and on “contingencies,” which means war,
frightened the West.
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America and England knew they would not attack Russia. Would
Russia attack?

Asia was helpless, Europe exhausted, America relaxed. But the
Kremlin master called for intensified military preparations. This drop
of incongruity precipitated understanding in the West. Nationally
prominent American and European journalists and commentators who
had closed their minds to suspicions of Russia grew more critical. U.S.
Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas, after reading Stalin’s
speech, said it was “The Declaration of World War Three.”?

It remained for the outstanding word artist of world politics,
Winston Churchill, speaking on American soil, to answer Stalin and
therewith usher in the new, cold-war phase of postwar history. Indeed,
his address, delivered at Westminister College, in Fulton, Missouri,
on March 5, 1946, made history. He rode through the small town to
the college in an official car with President Truman who had flown
a thousand miles from Washington for the occasion, and Mr. Tru-
man introduced him to the assembly.

“Time is short,” Churchill advised. “Prevention is better than
cure.” For “nobody knows what Soviet Russia and its Communist
international organization inténds to do in the immediate future, or
what are the limits, if any, to their expansive and proselytizing
tendencies.”

Here he introduced a new term into the languages of the world:
“From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic, an Iron Cur-
tain has descended across the Continent.” Behind it stood a chain
of police governments subservient to the Kremlin. Turkey and Persia
“were profoundly alarmed and disturbed.” Russia had designs on all
of Germany. “The future of Italy hangs in the balance.” She and
France felt the full force of a Communist fifth column which con-
stitued “a growing challenge and peril to Christian civilization.”

“From what I have seen of our Russian friends and allies during
the war,” Churchill continued, “I am convinced that there is nothing
they admire so much as strength, and there is nothing for which they
have less respect than for weakness, especially military weakness.”

He did not believe Russia wanted war, only “the fruits of war and
the indefinite expansion of their power and doctrines.” Therefore the
resources of America and Britain should be joined to create “an over-
whelming assurance of security.”

1 The Forrestal Diaries, edited by Walter Millis, with the collaboration of E. S.
Duffield, New York: Viking Press, 1951, p. 134.
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Years later, at a press conference in Washington, D.C., on June
28, 1954, Churchill, once more Prime Minister, recalled that his Ful-
ton speech “didn’t get a very warm welcome in the United States
because it was so anti-Russian and anti-Communist.” Some harbored
too many illusions to believe him. Some rejected his cure—a military
alliance—though they accepted his facts and their interpretation.
Many made the wish father to the thought and were therefore re-
luctant to abandon the assumption of Big Three unity, for the alterna-
tive was confusion, struggle, perhaps even war. The consequences of
an open Russia-versus-West antagonism were so horrible to contem-
plate that good people just refused to contemplate them. Their love
of peace led to see-no-evil appeasement. Nevertheless, Churchill’s
Fulton performance did induce a more realistic appraisal of the three
ingredients of Stalin’s postwar design: nationalistic megalomania,
isolationism, and imperialism. They usually walk together.

The delegates to the 1946 Paris Peace Conference sensed *he new
attitude toward Soviet Russia. They saw that the confereuce was
merely another arena where the big powers sparred for advantage, a
battlefield, not a peace conference. Most conferees recognized that
after the treaties were signed Moscow would continue to dominate
Hungary, Rumania, and Bulgaria, while Italy would remain under
Western influence.

Actually, nothing changed. The sessions devoted no time to Asia
or Africa. Austria and the biggest European headache—Germany—
were not even on the agenda. Sixteen months after the defeat of
Hitler, thirteen months after the collapse of Japan, the differences
between the two victorious camps were already so sharp that they
saw no use in discussing them. The conference accordingly limited
itself to confirming what could not be altered without war.

The explanation of the postwar no-peace situation begins with the
simple circumstance that Moscow wanted the territories it annexed
during the war, and that any attempt to prevent their seizure might
have required the Western powers to stop fighting Hitler and start
fighting Stalin. This they would not do. At Teheran in December,
1943, and at Yalta in February, 1945, Roosevelt and Churchill were
the victims of this stern military fact.

But it is also true that they underestimated the perils of Soviet ex-
pansion and were overoptimistic, especially the President, about the
prospects of collaboration with Soviet Russia. Moreover, the capture
of Vienna, Berlin, and Prague by the Russian army, when they could
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have been taken earlier by an Anglo-American force which was kept
waiting, displayed a tragic lack of statesmanship. Worse still, the
zoning of Germany and the isolation of Berlin from the Western
zones would seem to reflect political myopia, ignorance of elementary
geography, and lack of plain common sense.

I think there is also a moral explanation for the failure to block
Soviet expansion. The Western leaders could not deny to Stalin what
nations in their own orbit refused to forgo. England, France, Portugal,
and Holland had not yet relinquished their empires. Churchill said in
November, 1942, “I have not become the King’s First Minister in
order to preside at the liquidation of the British Empire.” Russia
consequently felt justified in establishing hers. The members of the
anti-Fascist coalition destroyed the German, Japanese, and Italian
empires, but they were incapable of renouncing their own. How could
they oppose Soviet imperialism?

This diagnosis contains the cure. During my stay with Mahatma
Gandhi in India in 1942, I mentioned President Roosevelt's Four
Freedoms. “Does that include the freedom to be free?” Gandhi asked.
The question was on the minds of the spokesmen and leaders of
several hundred million Asians and Africans.

On a trip around the world in 1952, I interviewed Ismet Inonu in
Ankara. Ismet, the successor of Kemal Pasha Ataturk, was the head of
Turkey’s Republican party, Ataturk’s party, which wielded dictatorial
power from 1923 to 1945. In the latter part of 1945 Inonu, then Presi-
dent, allowed a second party to come into existence. Subsequently,
the new party won the national election and ousted Inonu. I asked
Mr. Inonu in 1952 why he had permitted the formation of a second
party.

“Because the democracies had won the war,” he replied.

That suggests the possibilities which the 1945 military victory
opened for political reform, social change, colonial liberation, Euro-
pean unity, and economic advancement. The United States could
have made itself the beloved leader of democratic mankind by be-
coming the champion of a new world throughout the world.



CHAPTER SIX

Germany in Rubble

IN PARIS I asked General Walter Bedell Smith for a letter of
introduction to somebody in Germany who could help me un-
derstand conditions. He took a sheet of paper and wrote, “Dear
Lucius. You can talk freely to Louis Fischer, the bearer of this note.”
General Lucius D. Clay was the U.S. assistant military commander
and later became top military commander in Germany with head-
quarters in Berlin,

To enter Germany, an American journalist had to be accredited
to the American army in Germany and have its visa as well as that
of the French, British, and Soviet military authorities. One could fly
to Berlin only in an American army plane on payment of U.S. dollars.
Since, according to regulations, everybody transported in an American
military plane had to be furnished with a parachute which he knew
how to operate, all passengers were summoned into a room at Orly
Field and given a parachute plus six minutes’ instructions, with prac-
tice, on harnessing oneself with it. As I dragged my luggage and
parachute across the field I could only hope that the old DC-3 would
hold out as far as Berlin. I did not think I would have made a very
graceful jump.

I had looked forward to getting an air view of post-Nazi Germany,
but the cloud blanket was unbroken from Paris to Frankfurt to
Berlin. The shock of Berlin was all the greater. At the giant Tempel-
hof Airport there were no taxis in sight and so I boarded an OMGUS
bus. OMGUS stood for Office of the Military Government of the
United States. Five Americans rode on the lower deck of the bus.

52
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Occasionally the spacious vehicle stopped at street corners for Ger-
mans who held up cards. They were employees of OMGUS and rode
upstairs, a sort of Jim Crow arrangement. The pedestrians one saw
through the bus window did not seem badly dressed and wore fairly
good shoes, but looked pale and miserable. Here and there, men
and women passed bricks on hills of rubble.

I first went to Berlin in December, 1921, lived in it for long periods
between then and Hitler’s accession in January, 1933, and had seen
it under his rule in 1936 and 1937. I knew many parts of Berlin as
well as I knew London, New York, and my native city of Philadelphia.
But now the city was unrecognizable. Whole streets had disappeared.
The British and American “blockbusters” were literally that; they
crushed entire blocks of homes and office buildings into heaps of
broken brick amid jungles of twisted iron. I wondered how many
stinking corpses still lay under the ruins.

At the press camp—everything was in military terms—a German
shouldering a rifle and wearing a steel helmet with “cuarp” painted on
it let me pass into the American information office. There 1 was
assigned a “billet” in a house across the street, given a list of official
telephone numbers and a PX card, and warned not to go into the
Soviet sector of Berlin at night.

I shopped in the PX army store, bought an armful of German
newspapers at a corner kiosk, and went to dinner in the club situated
in a building behind the billet. The meal, consisting of American
food, cooked or canned, cost twenty-five cents. At the table were
Kathleen McLaughlin of the New York Times, Sam Lubell of the
Saturday Evening Post and his wife, and May Craig of Maine news-
papers. They were talking Russia. When I remarked on it, they said
yes, two or three months ago they would have been arguing whether
or not they should like Germans, but that question had been over-
shadowed by the Russian problem.

The next day, Saturday, I walked to the shining marble OMGUS
building, inherited unscathed by bombs from the Nazis, where I
had an hour with General Clay. He impressed me as having a pre-
cision brain. The Russian problem preoccupied him too. His aim was
an arrangement for Germany like that in Austria where the four
zones, Russian, American, British, and French, were ruled by one
Austrian government. This, Clay hoped, would supersede the existing
division of Germany into East Germany under a Communist regime
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and the three Western zones. If Moscow wanted ten billion dollars in
return for its consent to this unification of Germany, General Clay
felt the money would be well spent. I thought eighteen million East
Germans were worth more to Stalin than American billions.

The next day I jeeped to the Soviet sector for lunch. The further
east one went in Berlin, the more gruesome the ruination grew.
Through the once-beautiful Grunewald section, in the Koenigsallee,
Bismarck Strasse, and Alt-Moabit, the destruction was wholesale and
frightening. How did people survive bombs that pulverized such
massive buildings? The Schiller Theater where my wife and I had
seen many plays in the Weimar Republic period was an ugly, burned-
»ut shell. The Siegessaculle victory column was erect and its sur-
nounting angel’s gold glowed brightly. Several churches had been
:ompletely gutted. The lion protecting its cubs against snake attack
n Alt-Moabit Square was untouched though everything around the
nonument was in ruins. Lehrter Railway Station had no superstruc-
ure at all but the subway trains continued to run through it.

I was lunching in Pankow, in East Berlin, in the apartment of
‘riedrich Wolf, a popular German Communist writer and play-
vright—author of Professor Mamlock among other plays—whom my
amily and I had known for years in Moscow. I brought them sweets,
offee, and cigarettes from the U.S. army PX, and Friedrich and his
7ife Else took them with undisguised joy. After inquiries about rela-
ives and friends, I asked about several Soviet writers, and the pained
xpressions on my hosts” faces indicated that they would rather not
ilk about the departed, for since I last saw the Wolfs in Moscow in
637 a purge had swept all Soviet strata and professions. Friedrich
mited himself to stating that the purge was like a lottery; if you
appened to be home when the Black Maria of the NKVD passed
1ey took you along. He said, “We will do things differently here.
Ve need an opposition in the party. We will avoid the mistakes of
ussia.” (German Communists often assumed a superior attitude
ward Russians.) Presently he checked himself; he was talking too
eely, and, to change the subject and try to make me take my turn
: being embarrassed, he asked whether the American economic de-
ression would not force the U.S. to wage war on Russia. There was
nly one answer and I gave it: a long laugh. He then inquired how
tong was Henry Wallace, would he be the next President? “His
1ances,” I replied, “are about as good as yours to replace Stalin.”
hey both laughed.
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Wolf, who subsequently became East Germany’s Ambassador in
Sovietized Poland, said, “Well anyway, I was never really interested
in politics. I'm a writer and I intend to write more children’s books.”
(Escape into the nursery.) He autographed one for me. The con-
versation tapered off to personalities and generalities.

The street signs in the Russian sector of Berlin were in German
and Russian. On the drive back to the press camp I stopped to pick
up two Red army soldiers in poor-quality, ill-fitting uniforms, looking
forlorn, like peasants in a big town. They had been window-shopping
at a miserable lean-to hut which displayed cheap knicknacks and
tinsel. At first they seemed surprised and pleased that anybody should
address them, and in their own language, but soon I noticed a look
of dismay. A foreigner talking to them! They were from a village near
Vinnitsa in the Ukraine; I had visited the town in 1922. East Berlin,
they said, was so bright and gay, but strange. To me it was a rubbled
slum.

When the German driver of the jeep delivered me at my billet I
gave him the usual tip: two American cigarettes. He clicked his heels,
saluted sharply, and bowed low over my extended hand. He would
either smoke them with delight or, more likely, sell them. American
cigarettes were the best currency in Germany.

Sunday at noon I walked over to OMGUS for an interview with
Ambassador Robert D. Murphy. Our chief topic was Russia and we
stayed on it more than an hour. What might happen if Stalin died,
he wondered, and would the Russian military take over in that event?
How strong was Russia in her new satellite colonies? The truth, we
both realized, was clouded, shrouded in rumor, hopes, and deliberate
falsifications. But it was clear to me, I said, that Stalin would go to
any length to reinforce his grip on Russia’s recently acquired puppet
states. In this connection I told Ambassador Murphy of Stalin’s
letter to Pope Pius in the autumn of 1944 in which the dictator pro-
posed a pact of friendship to the Vatican. His purpose, obviously, was
to lessen Catholic opposition to Soviet rule over Poland. The Holy
Father, however, was not co-operative.

“That’s interesting,” Murphy, himself a Catholic, commented, “I
hadn’t heard of it. But about the same time, the end of August or
in September, 1944, I talked with Soviet Ambassador Alexander
Bogomolov in Rome—we were both members of the Allied Control
Commission—and Bogomolov suddenly said, ‘Whe ie +ha Yatinan on
hostile to the Soviet Union?’”
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“Well,” Murphy had replied, “you believe that religion is the
opiate of the people.”

“Oh,” Bogomolov explained, “that plaque has been taken down in
Moscow. It was the slogan of some Frenchman and we Russians don’t
approve of it anymore.”

“Well,” Murphy persisted, “you have closed many Roman Catholic
churches and arrested priests.”

“That,” Bogomolov asserted, “belongs to bygone days. We can
change all that. Why is the Pope so antagonistic to us? I should like
to discuss the matter with him.”

Ambassador Murphy had an appointment with the Pope for the
next day and told him about this conversation with Bogomolov.
The Pope said the Vatican would wait until the Communists trans-
lated their words into deeds; then he could judge. “We have time,”
the Pope said.

That evening, at scven-forty, I had dinner with General and Mis.
Clay at their home. The framed photograph of a young Clay in mili-
tary uniform touched off an exchange of data on our respective sons’
wartime services, and then, till eleven, we talked politics and persons.
Clay, a man of piercing dark eyes and penetrating intelligence, talked
about his father, A. S. Clay, United States Senator from Georgia
from 1896 to 1910 when he died. The General called his father a
“liberal” who advocated personal income tax legislation and had
sponsored the bill for the introduction of the Rural Free Delivery,
or free rural postal service. Lucius D. was an engineer by training.
He gave evidence of having a filing-cabinet mind; when he talked
about his work he first described all the multifarious aspects of ad-
ministering the American zone in Germany and then fitted them
together neatly. A strong person given to clear-cut views and quick
decisions, Clay naturally disliked divided power. He therefore favored
a civilian rather than a military chief for the American government in
Germany. He might have preferred a military chief with unquestioned
authority, but in peacetime the State Department would of course
assume an important role in so decisive a foreign situation as the occu-
pation of Germany, and since this meant that the army alone could
not dominate, Clay saw the wisdom of a political head instead of a
military one. That was out of the question, however, until Russian
intentions had been clarified.

Opposed in theory and practice to state ownership, Clay prohibited
the government of the Land, or state, of Hesse, from writing na-
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tionalization into its constitution. What if some future regularly
elected government, he argued, rejected nationalization? It would
have to amend the constitution. He also would not allow a Land
to statify an important industry. That right, he felt, should be reserved
to the federal government. If the federal government favored state
ownership he would have been in a quandary, but there was no federal
German government.

General Clay, representing the Defense Department, and Ambassa-
dor Murphy, representing the State Department, did not, according
to a view widely held in the American colony, see eye to eye on several
key issues. Such clashes, due to differences of personality or policy,
do occur between departments of government and between officials
in democracies and even in dictatorships. It was said, for instance,
that Murphy favored U.S. aid to the German Social Democratic
party and to the Christian Democratic Union party, which was
chiefly Catholic in leadership, whereas Clay felt that a party com-
promised itself by taking help from a foreign government. Actually,
Murphy told me he shared Clay’s opinion. But several State Depart-
ment men were anti-Clay and pro-Socialist, and the Socialists com-
plained that the Christian Democrats got a great deal from OMGUS,
above all newsprint for their daily newspapers, while their party
received next to nothing. Both parties were in fact recipients of
American benefits but the relative extent was an official secret. When
I talked in Berlin with Jakob Kaiser, a Catholic party man and later
minister at Bonn, he did not appear dissatisfied, whereas Dr. Kurt
Schumacher, leader of the Social Democrats, deeply resented the
discriminations against his organization, and he made a statement
to me which carried tremendous significance for the future of German
politics and, it would seem, for the future of Socialism throughout
the world. “If the Western powers,” Dr. Schumacher exclaimed with
bitterness, “do not allow us to be Socialists we will become
nationalists.”

Irrespective of party sympathies, the American military and the
American journalists in Berlin were increasingly sympathetic to
Germans. At lunch with several colleagues in the home of one Ameri-
can newspaperman we argued whether this new friendliness could
be ascribed solely to rising anti-Russianism; you cannot hate two
enemies. No, they all thought a defeat, literally so smashing as that
administered to Nazi Germany, coming after the loss of World
War I, could not but affect more than politics, it had to affect indi-



58 THIS IS OUR WORLD

vidual psychology and create personal doubts about militarism and
nationalism.

One morning I was standing outside the billet waiting for a jeep
when two German women asked me where Goethe Strasse was. I
said I didn’t know, I was a foreigner. I told them I was a foreigner in
order to start a conversation. “Ja,” one woman commented, “a
foreigner. That’s why the gentleman looks so healthy.” She said
she was fifty; I would have guessed seventy. Her companion, age
sixty-eight, informed me she weighed seventy-four pounds, “with my
clothes and keys,” she added. They lived in the Russian sector. Yester-
day, they reported, each of them had received two hundredweight
of coal. Every person in the sector did. “That is very good,” they
declared. Bad weather was coming. But the reason the Russians had
distributed the coal was that elections were coming.

I visited two young Germans, a man and his adopted sister, friends
of my family. The girl, seventeen, attended school in the Communist
sector because there was no adequate school for her in the Western
sectors. Each day for the past week, she and the other pupils had been
receiving a tasty, less gray bread roll. She had also been given a copy-
book in which was a printed message from the SED or Socialist-
Unity (Communist) party. “This is a gift from the SED,” the
message read. “Instead of using the paper for propaganda purposes
we are presenting it to you.” (The entire city, West as well as East,
was plastered with many huge SED propaganda posters bearing on
the impending poll.) My young friends said that residents of the
Russian sector had indeed received two hundredweight of coal in the
form of lignite, or brown-coal, briquettes. I brought one of their
briquettes to America and showed it at lectures. It was probably the
strangest piece of election propaganda ever seen. On both sides of
the coal brick were pressed the words: “waesLT sEp.” (“Vote for the
SED.”)

The seventeen-year-old pupil described a meeting of her class ad-
dressed by a Soviet army major in resplendent uniform. He discoursed
on the social system in the Soviet Union and the government’s
bounty to citizens. When the class dispersed the German students
winked at one another. “Practically the same as Hitler’s ‘From the
Cradle to the Grave’ arrangement,” several of them whispered.

Germans in Berlin were confused and apprehensive. The past was
a nightmare, the present nerve-racking, the future darkly uncertain.
They wondered what would be the fate of Berlin, a city of three
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million, an island completely surrounded by the Red sea of the
Russian zone, a metropolis divided into four parts. They feared that
their island would be inundated by the Communist tide. The Soviet
NKVD was already pushing fingers into the three Western sectors
and into Western Germany too.

In August, 1946, the Berlin daily Telegraf had reported that the
Soviet secret police was kidnaping boys between the ages of fourteen
and seventeen from the Western areas. East German boys were also
being abducted to Russia. The Soviet authorities issued a denial: the
whole thing was “an anti-Soviet invention.” However, a Socialist
functionary in Berlin gave me the photostat of a letter confirming
the charges. The communication, dated May 7, 1946, was from Otto
Buchwitz, secretary of the Saxony (Soviet zone) provincial section
of the Russian-dominated SED party, to Otto Grotewohl, the national
head of the same party in Berlin.

DEear Orro,

I have talked to you once or twice about the following matter. Cir-
cumstances compel me to take it up again. I have in my portfolio ap-
proximately forty cases of persons who have been arrested by the
N.K.V.D., most of them quite young persons fiftcen to eighteen years old
who were arrested last year. They were members of the Hitler Youth
organization, some perhaps had leading positions in it. Practically all the
parents are members of our party [the Communist party] and have been
in our party since 1933. Here and there adults too have been arrested,
presumably the victims of personal denunciation. The reasons usually are
unknown. I am besieged by relatives for help. The same thing has hap-
pened in other districts. . . .

I decided to ask for an interview with Otto Grotewohl. He granted
it. To enter his office in the SED building in East Berlin, I had to
fill out a form and leave my passport at the guard box just inside
the entrance. In return I received a slip with my name and the name
of the person I wanted to see. I could not get back my passport or
leave the building without that person’s signature on the slip. This
was the exact procedure followed in Soviet Russia.

After discussing various matters with Herr Grotewohl I said I had
a photostat of the letter sent him by Otto Buchwitz about the
arrests. He did not seem surprised. Without hesitating a moment, he
said, “Armed with that letter I was able to persuade the police to free
fifty of the young men.”
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“But I understand,” I pressed, “that several thousand young men

have been arrested.”

Grotewohl sat silent.

“Since almost all German teen-agers, millions of them, had been
compelled to become members of Hitler Youth units, the arrest of
young men and women as former Hitler Youth members was only
a formal excuse for the kidnapings,” I ventured.

Grotewohl gave an almost imperceptible nod of assent.

Grotewohl had been a Social Democrat and gone over to the
Communists; now the Communists were using him as their chief
administrator. At the end of our talk I therefore said to him, “Your
mistake was to think the issue was Socialism versus capitalism. But
the issue is freedom versus tyranny.”

Perhaps I imagined I saw a sad look in his eyes. “You don’t want
my confession right now, do you?” he replied.

Two worlds, Communist and non-Communist, met in one ruined,
rubbled, troubled city inhabited by sophisticated Germans and many
thousands of foreign officials. Here Soviet Russian bureaucrats were
having their first prolonged contacts with the Western world. Here
the Western world would discover whether it could co-operate with
Communists. Berlin was a proving ground for East-West relations, a
traffic sign to the future.

The only government the city of Berlin had was a four-power
“Kommandatura.” Representatives of the four occupying powers
were responsible for feeding, housing, and supplying the big town,
operating its transportation facilities, waterworks, electric stations,
and so forth. You could not, one assumed, allow sector boundaries
to cut water mains in two, or sever electric cables, or block the sub-
way. Berlin had to live as a united city, and it was the Kommanda-
tura’s business to keep it living.

At a regular session of the Kommandatura, Soviet General Kotikov
brought up the subject of baseball. It had come to his attention, he
stated gravely, that every Friday afternoon American Gls taught
German boys and girls in the United States sector to play baseball.
That was a “paramilitary activity” which led to “regimentation.”

The American and British representatives lifted their eyebrows and
exchanged shoulder shrugs. U.S. General Ryan spoke up. “Will my
Soviet colleague,” he said, “honor us with his presence at the base-
ball field next Friday?”

General Kotikov announced he would take the matter under ad-
visement; probably phone the Kremlin. Weeks later when I left
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Berlin the Russians had not yet disclosed whether they thought base-
ball was anti-Communist.

On another occasion, after the Russians had entered the American
sector and arrested some German judges, General Lucius D. Clay
informed the Kommandatura that if there was one more illegal,
armed invasion he would post tanks and machine guns at the sector
frontier. Such arrests stopped.

The only government of Germany was the four-power Allied
Council which sat in Berlin. It functioned through 125 four-power
commissions, usually consisting of from 8 to 16 members, which
dealt with every conceivable business of government: finance, im-
ports, taxes, health, reparations, police, railways, and so forth and
so on.

I put the same question to a score of American officials in Berlin,
all of them participants in one or more four-power commissions.
“Give me a specific instance,” I demanded, “in which the United
States or England took one position and Russia another and where
the Russians eventually yielded.” Nobody could mention a single
case.

Here one saw the small beginnings of big differences, a brook be-
came a river and then a gulf. The Russians sat with the Westerners
in the same commissions, the same rooms, and personally they could
have communicated without difficulty, for Russians tend to be
warmly companionable. But they werc under Moscow’s instructions
to build a barrier.

Among the four-power commissions was one dealing with the resti-
tution of property stolen by the Nazis. The American member of
this commission was Nicolas Nabokov, born in Russia into a well-
known political family of acute anti-Bolshevik leanings. Nabokov,
age forty-three, a man of vast culture and great musical erudition,
had become an American citizen and was working for the U.S. State
Department in Berlin where I met him. One day he informed me that
his Russian opposite number on the commission had invited him
to dinner at Karlshorst, a suburb of East Berlin, and assuming, quite
correctly, that I would like to go along, Nabokov had asked the
Russian whether he could bring an American friend. The Russian
agreed and sent his car for us. It was to be a Russian-speaking evening
and I felt quite elated at the prospect of discussing Soviet affairs.

The drive took us past the Tiergarten, once the delightful central
park of Berlin, now a vast, treeless, burnt-out field, and through the
Brandenburg Gate into Unter den Linden, formerly Berlin’s most
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elegant thoroughfare, today a shambles; thence to the Lustgarten
Square littered with bronze anatomy—here a headless horse, shot full
of big holes, lying on its flank; there the hollow, metal torso of an
armored warrior and swept-together piles of assorted arms, legs, and
feet, and of hands holding conch shells and trumpets; near by, parts of
a fountain, sections of a frieze, and twisted scrap. In this neighbor-
hood, the last, desperate German soldiers, still ready to die for a
mad Fuehrer who, with his consort, was soon to commit suicide on
a burning pyre, had fought the advancing Russians for worthless
square yards of urban asphalt, and every home and building was a
blackened, jagged skeleton.

In Karlshorst, however, many onefamily German middle-class
villas had been preserved unharmed, and Russian military and civilians
were now in occupation. Colonel Gulayev, our host for the evening,
came quickly out of the door of his little house and met us affably
at the curb as the car stopped. With Nabokov and me in the car
was another Russian-born State Department official and his Russian-
born wife.

Gulayev wore his Red army uniform. He was thirty-two. His wife
gave her age as twenty-four, and her maiden name as Serafima
Holtzman—from which I concluded she was Jewish. She wore the
khaki jacket and black shirt of the Russian army and two small five-
pointed stars on her flat-board epaulettes indicating the rank of full
lieutenant. Another young woman, a junior lieutenant with one star,
whom they called Zinaida, was dressed in the same outfit and leather
boots halfway up her shins. She worked as a typist in a military
office and was studying German four hours a day. A Soviet civilian,
employed by the army, and a Russian couple whose identity I never
quite established completed the company.

Vodka-drinking commenced immediately we entered the parlor. I
said I never drank vodka, but accepted a glass of wine which I
touched to my lips at each of the many toasts of the evening. A
light atmosphere of gaiety filled the room. The desultory conversa-
tion centered on the comparative virtues of national alcoholic bever-
ages.

A German maid announced dinner. We moved into an adjoining
room where the table was completely covered with an endless variety
of fish and meat cold cuts, pickled cucumbers, pickled tomatoes,
pickled watermelon, black olives, and several kinds of bread, from
black to almost-white, which the guests were constantly prodded to
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consume and wash down with refilled glasses of alcohol. The talk
dealt with every possible aspect of eating and drinking, I tried to
start a discussion of wine-drinking in the Caucasus in the hope that
we might at least arrive at the fringe of a Soviet topic. But I failed.
We now discovered that the enormous meal so far served was
merely a preliminary. There followed red beet borscht with sour
cream and floating boiled potato, a meat entree plus several vegetables,
and a compote of fruit succeeded by fresh fruit. As the maid presented
the large serving platter to each American guest, host and hostess and
the Russian visitors watched, and if the American failed to scoop up
an ample portion loud protests rose from the Soviets. “Ha, ha, ha,”
they would laugh, “so America is weakening!” “Hey, American, sur-
rendering already?” By the time the meat came around, I had no
stomach to defend America’s reputation against this great Soviet
challenge.

Nicolas Nabokov had been graduated from the Annen-Schule, a
select private German-language high school in Petrograd. Apparently,
Colonel Gulayev attended classes in the same building after the No-
vember, 1917, Bolshevik Revolution. I heard Nabokov and Gulayev
exchanging schoolday reminiscences. Skillfully, Nabokov inched over
into a forbidden realm and mentioned the recent purge of Soviet
writers. Gulayev said they were old and had nothing to say. Nabokov
suggested that the poet Pasternak had been writing some very stimu-
lating verse. “They must write what can be published,” Gulayev
proclaimed.

When we finally managed to lift ourselves from the table and
return to the living room for coffee I noticed the latest issue of the
Moscow daily Pravda lying on a sofa. The first page featured an inter-
view with Stalin by Alexander Werth, a British journalist. “An inter-
view rich in content,” I ventured, addressing Gulayev.

“I hope it will relax the international atmosphere,” Gulayev
declared in a tone which clearly indicated that this was the last
thing he would say on the subject.

Most of the Russians present hailed from Leningrad. I said I had
once spent a week living on the premises of the big Putilov metal
works in that city. Nobody uttered a word. The Soviet civilian told
me, in reply to a question, that he used to be employed in the
Council of Ministers in Moscow. I said in my time in Russia, until
1938, the ministers were called commissars and I had known a num-
ber of them: “Mikoyan,” I enumerated (“Da,” he commented,
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“Yes”) “Chicherin, Litvinov, Rosengoltz.” Rosengoltz had been sen-
tenced to death in a Moscow trial. I kept his name for last. No
comment.

Seated near Gulayev sipping coffee, I informed him that in India
recently I had gathered that the British intended to leave soon. “The
British won’t get out of India for fifty years,” he announced with
finality.

The party was jolly, even warm and friendly, but, just as in
Moscow, after 1936, there was no conversation, only talk, only
chitchat. Before many months, even this kind of association between
Russians and foreigners came to an end.

We left for home at one o’clock. Driving through dark canyons of
ruins made one feel endlessly sad. Occasionally a black figure groped
his way over the rubble-covered streets. When he got to his room it
would be very cold, and there might be no light and maybe no
food. Colonel Frank Howley, America’s man in Berlin’s Kom-
mandatura, told me that 32,000 cases of galloping consumption were
walking the streets of the city. Every morning dozens of dead bodies,
suicides, were found floating on the canals.

We averaged fifty miles an hour on Hitler’s autobahn to Diisseldorf
in a fast, smooth, small, four-seater Volkswagen, the car the Fuehrer
said he intended for the masses. Now only the Allies used it. My
driver was a German from Stettin, hard-working and silent except
when I asked questions. For sustenance he had a thick hunk of
soggy, brown bread. He had fought in the Wehrmacht in Holland,
France, Greece, in Germany on the West front, and for two years
in Russia; he got as far as Mozdok, near the oil fields. He liked the
Dutch best. “They are clean,” was his comment. “The Russians
will need fifty years to catch up with Europe.” Foreigners usually
acquire their Soviet impressions in Moscow, Leningrad, and a few
other cities. The German army never took the big cities; its troops
froze and floundered in backwoods and backward villages.

I asked the chauffeur what happened when the Russians entered
Stettin, “They tried to rape my eighteen-year-old sister,” he replied.
“She committed suicide. Then my mother killed herself.” He said
this in the same matter-of-fact tone I heard from a Jewish refugee
woman in London. “My parents?” she said in answer to a question.
“They were put into the furnace at Auschwitz.” Europe had no
more emotious left; it had seen too much.
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Diisseldorf in the British zone was near the heart of the Ruhr,
Europe’s greatest industrial region, Hitler’s central arsenal. Now, as
we traveled through the area, most of its smokestacks were smoke-
free, most of the road bridges down and replaced with temporary
construction spans installed by the foreign military.

Entering Diisseldorf I told the driver to go slow; I wished to con-
firm my first impression, Every building and home was at least half-
demolished, most of them were total wrecks. In Berlin ruined
structures were abandoned. But in Diisseldorf so much had been
bashed in by the bombs that blitzed places had to be used. You
looked at a house. It seemed a complete ruin. But you looked closer
and noticed that above the two lower stories, which were burned out
with only the upright girders remaining, a fresh brick wall had been
built and crude windows put in, and behind them was a light. Next
to this solitary eyrie the family wash hung in a space open to the
elements.

Mayor Amold told me that Diisseldorf had almost the same popula-
tion as before the war: five hundred thousand. They now lived in
cellars, in windowless air-raid shelters, in builtin nests and eyries in
ruins, and in wooden huts. But the people were well dressed, wearing
the booty Hitler collected in Europe.

Walking down a street one Sunday I passed a group of young
Germans. “English?” I heard one of them say. He wanted to buy
British cigarettes. I stopped. He would buy American cigarettes.
Another young man displayed an imported can of sardines in oil. Did
I want to buy it? Or some tea? I interrogated one fellow. He was
twenty, an electrician, earned forty marks a week. A foreign cigarette
brings seven marks, sometimes ten marks. The young German was
working for the equivalent of four or five or six cigarettes a week.

A woman has a chicken. The chicken lays one egg a week. Any
British soldier in Germany would pay seven cigarettes for an egg.
The seven cigarettes fetch fifty marks on the black market. That is a
week’s salary. Why work? Prostitution flourished. A bar of chocolate,
a packet of cigarettes was a temptation. Men and women were de-
moralized. The German usually loves to work but now the incentives
were gone along with the normal rewards. An article in the British
Zone Review of September 14, 1946, a fortnightly published by the
British Military Government in Germany, stated that more con-
sumers’ goods had to be supplied to Germans
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firstly to establish at least the elementary conditions of modem life,
secondly to stimulate a desire to work, and thirdly to give some hope for
the future to the German people that will lead them away from the feel-
ings of despair which a conquered people normally develop, and which
ultimately leads to bitterness, hatred. . . . An abnormal Germany will
remain a blot on the map of Europe and a threat to the rehabilitation of
Europe and the world. . . . The world is one economically. And if one
part of this economic unit is sick then the whole body must suffer.

The American authorities, and obviously the British, saw no wisdom
in the so-called, short-lived Morgenthau Plan to lower Germany’s
standard of living through deindustrialization and “pastoralization.”
But the Communists enthusiastically welcomed this scheme because
they hoped to gain from the poverty and resentment which it would
generate. A weak, unhappy Germany might even overcome its
repugnance and welcome Russia to spite the West. With the whole
world in need of more food, clothing, shelter, and other commodities
the forceful curtailment of civilian production in Germany would have
entitled the West to the name of “peace criminals.” With humanity
suffering from a shortage of shipping right after the war the deliberate
blowing up of the gigantic shipbuilding wharves of Blohm and Voss
in Hamburg was not only political and economic madness, it re-
flected an intellectual bankruptcy that boded ill for the solution of
postwar problems. World statesmanship would have to find some
other way of preventing a resurgence of the German peril. It could not
be done by creating an economic vacuum in the center of Europe
which the Soviets would gladly fill first with their agents and propa-
ganda and then with their power and officials.

My Volkswagen driver dropped me at the central railroad station
in Diisseldorf. A wooden ceiling had been built in under the bombed,
crumpled, permanent ceiling of the main waiting room. At the left
end of the waiting room was a beer keller where, according to the
newspaper, a Communist election meeting would be held that
morning. A man in topcoat and felt hat stopped me as I approached;
I must buy a ticket. Tickets are a mark apiece. I have only a fifty-
mark bill and he has no change. I offer an American cigarette. He
says, “Fine. There I make a profit of six marks.”

The beer keller, about sixty yards long and twenty wide, was half
above and half below the pavement level. Four electric bulbs cast
some rays of light on the dimness. The audience consisted of ten
women and about two hundred men, all middle-aged, seated at round
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tables. One frail, bald waiter in white jacket tiptoed from table to
table dispensing tall tumblers of beer from a tin platter.

A well-dressed man was addressing the meeting. I hastily scribbled
down what he said: “The intelligentsia needs the prosperity of the
workers in order to be prosperous. This is not a matter of sentiment
but of science. Many argue about Marx and Marxism. But how many
have read The Communist Manifesto or Das Kapital?”

The speaker, a physician, adverted to the Nazi regime: “Twenty-
five per cent of all German physicians joined the Nazi party.” I
looked at the reverse side of the paper on which I was writing. It
announced today’s meeting as that of the “Diisseldorf Middle Class.”
At the entrance I had also been handed a thin Communist election
leaflet entitled, “Little Nazi, What Now?” It read: “There were
twelve million members of the Nazi party in Germany. Men, women,
and youths, hundreds of thousands of them, vere forced into the
Nazi party either by moral pressure or fear of losing their jobs. . . .
Shall all these twelve million be thrown into the same pot?” The
Communists were courting them. Colonel Howley had told me in
Berlin that 130 Nazis whom he dismissed in the American sector
found employment in the Soviet sector.

The doctor droned on. “We can clearly predict,” he asserted, “that
catastrophe is inevitable unless we follow the teachings of Marxism.
It is significant that the American statesman Byrnes said in a recent
speech that the catastrophe which overtook Germany after 1918 could
have been avoided if the Germans had taken the advice of Karl
Liebknecht.

“Communists want planned science,” he afirmed a moment later.
“That is Socialism. The Nazis had a plan and an organization, for
instance in aviation and medicine. Then what is the difference be-
tween Socialism and Nazism? The Nazi goal was destruction and
collapse. Socialism in Russia, on the other hand, is making fascinating
rescarches in history, medicine, and all other sciences. I recently read
an American book on the atom. The authors declare that atomic
energy must never be used for civilian purposes. America wants to
confine atomic energy to the field of militarism and diplomatic
pressure. In the U.S.A,, atomic energy means retrogression, death,
and constraint. In the U.S.S.R., it means scientific advance and
benefits for humanity.” He finished with a flourish: “We must either
move toward progress or disappear under atomic bombs.” Hand-
clapping rewarded the speaker as he rushed to the door. I ran after
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him and caught up with him in the station waiting room. I gave
my name, said I was an American journalist, and asked his name.
“Dr. Karl Hagedorn,” he replied. (The name was on the printed
announcements of the meeting.)

“You mentioned the American Secretary of State Byrnes,” I
began. “He is a conservative. If he ever heard of Karl Liebknecht, and
I'm not sure he did, he would never have praised him, he would
never praise a Communist leader.”

“Yes,” Dr. Hagedorn said, “then who could it have been? I read
it in the newspaper.”

“You spoke of the civilian uses of atomic energy in Russia,” I con-
tinued. “How do you know these things? There has been nothing in
the press about them. Even less important matters are kept secret in
Russia and certainly everything about atomic energy. You just thought
this up yourself.”

He seemed embarrassed and spoke not a word. “Here Germany has
just come out of twelve years of false propaganda by Goebbels and
now you and the Communists are starting the same business over
again,” I exclaimed.

He looked around as if seeking an avenue of escape in the im-
mense waiting room. “Excuse me, thank you,” he said, and rushed
away.

This was a day of meetings for me; the evening of the same day
I attended a gathering convened by the Zentrum, or Center party.
In pre-Hitler days the powerful organization of Chancellor Bruening,
Chancellor von Papen, and others, it had now dwindled and lost most
of its strength to the Christian Democratic Union (CDU) of Jakob
Kaiser and Konrad Adenauer. Nevertheless, I wanted to hear what
the chief speaker, Dr. Karl Spiecker, a prominent Catholic leader,
thought of the present situation.

The meeting, admission free, took place in a public school, and the
main address was preceded by an overture by Franz Schubert and the
Larghetto from the second symphony of Ludwig von Beethoven and
followed by Edvard Grieg’s “Solvejg’s Song” from Peer Gynt and an
aria from Halévy’s Jewess, all rendered by an eighteen-piece orchestra
conducted by a man in cutaway and white tie. The audience num-
bered about five hundred, divided more or less evenly between men
and women, most of them over fifty with a considerable sprinkling
of persons in their thirties and twenties.
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As in the case of the morning’s Communist meeting, I made an
instantaneous translation from German into English and made notes
which lie before me now. Dr. Spiecker began with a reference to the
verdict in the Nuremberg trial of German war criminals. The generals,
he asserted, deserved the sentences they got because “they looked on
while their colleagues who had tried to kill Hitler on July 20, 1944,
were hung.”

“Sehr gut!” “Sehr wahr,” and similar expressions of approval re-
sounded throughout the hall.

Coming to the domestic political situation, Dr. Spiecker said,
“Today the CDU fights Marx. But the Nazis came from the right,
not from the left. Nazism was materialism wrapped in nationalism
and all men of religion should therefore have fought Hitler. The real
guilty ones were those who put the Nazis in power.”

The audience cried, “Sehr gut,” in approval.

“Now we punish the little fellows and let the big ones go free. The
danger is not Nazism, it is nationalism. We must prevent an al-
liance between big business and nationalism.” (“Sehr gut.”)

Dr. Spiecker then discussed next Sunday’s elections. He wanted
them to keep the Center party alive even though it would be tiny.
“Religion cannot unite Germany,” he stated. “There is idealism on the
left, too, among the Socialists. It would be a misuse of Christianity to
use it as a screen for reactionary materialism. The Center party is the
party of the Sermon on the Mount, of the rich and the poor, of high
and low.

“Only the SPD [Socialist Party of Germany] can stop the KPD
[Communist Party of Germany.] That is why it is wrong for the CDU
to fight the SPD. The CDU is a Christian bourgeois bloc. It must not
provoke the formation of an anti-Christian, anti-bourgeois bloc.”

On Germany'’s role abroad he said, “It will be decades before we
can walk with raised heads. We carry a heavy responsibility for the
damage in Europe. Europe has sunk, and we must recognize the need
of European unity and prepare for it. We have lost our role as a
national state. We must aspire to serve Europe, not rule it. We will
never again be a dominant nation.

“Now we must work. And the victors must allow us to work. They
must let us pay with goods for the food they are giving us. [Loud
applause.]

“Power in Germany must never again reside in a small group.
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Leave the middle class alone. The state must not be a night watch-
man. [“Sehr gut,” “Sehr gut.”] As a result of a century of Junkers
education we are a nation of subalterns. We in Germany don’t know
what freedom is. We must learn it.”

Dr. Spiecker sat down and wiped his face as he listened to the
vigorous handclapping. I rejoined my jeep driver without waiting for
the final musical numbers.

Actually, Germany was under a foreign authoritarian government,
or rather governments, and the elections, therefore, were a kind of
dry run, or flight in a wind tunnel, for the Germans elected would
have no power. Election politics is usually promises, but promises
without executive authority are fatuous. Accordingly, the parties,
with the exception of the Communists, merely engaged in identify-
ing themselves to the public. The Christian Democratic Union
(CDU) covered innumerable walls and fences with a poster reading,
“Der Christ Waehlt CDU.” (“The Christian votes CDU.”) Assidu-
ous Socialists gave almost every poster a neighbor reading, “Der
wahre Christ ist Sozialist. Waehlt SPD.” (“The true Christian is a
Socialist. Vote SPD.”) Superimposed on a photograph of ruins, the
CDU blazoned its slogan, “Never again dictatorship.” An SPD
streamer, directed at the Communists and Russia, proclaimed,
“Where there is fear there is no freedom; without freedom no So-
cialism.”

Only the Communists made promises. “Do you want coal for the
winter?” their Diisseldorf placard asked. “Vote Communist.” Every
German knew that coal was being mined and distributed by the
foreign occupation. “Do you want prices reduced?” another Com-
munist circular demanded. “Vote Communist.” But prices, and
wages, had been fixed at the Nazi-time level by the Soviet, British,
and American governments as soon as they occupied Germany, and
no German party could change them.

The election returns in the British Zone on October 13, 1946, gave
the Socialists 173 seats in the provincial legislature, the Christian
Democrats 144 seats, the Communists 36, the Center party 26.

In Berlin on October 20, the Socialists received 48.7 per cent of the
votes, the Christian Democrats 22.1 per cent, the Communists 19.8
per cent, the Liberal Democrats g.4 per cent. The polling took place
throughout all of Berlin, including the Eastern (Russian) sector,
where the Communists enjoyed many advantages.

The Communists in West Germany were weaker in 1946 than they
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had been under the pre-Hitler Weimar Republic. The Nazis did not
figure in the elections. The extremes, for the moment at least, were
insignificant.

Foreigners in Germany always argued whether Germans had under-
gone “a change of heart” or “a change of mind” since the war. This
involved the question of guilt for the war and for the atrocities. I
asked a German physician. He said, “We could no more alter Hitler’s
policy than we can the policies of the present occupying powers. You
remember, of course, that Hitler was a dictator. Those who were not
converted by one-sided propaganda were frightened into acquiescence.,
Others, far too many, believed we could win the war. So they went
along with the Nazis. I did it too. The alternative was to lose my
skin.”

I asked an old man. “What could we little folk do?” he exclaimed.

My own view was: Germany and Germans had committed in-
numerable, horrible crimes. Some were inherent in the conduct of
war, some antedated the war, some were deliberate, unnecessary
cruelties. Obviously, not all eighty million Germans personally en-
gaged in those cruelties, and most of the inactive ones were innocent
both individually, in jurisprudence, and politically, in a dictatorship.
Even democratic electorates do not always govern their governments
Millions of Americans would refuse individual responsibility for the
acts of recent Administrations, and the same is true in France, Eng-
land, and other free countries.

But is there not something perverse in the German character? Or
are the atrocities attributable to Nazi teachings? With all the rigors
of German occupation in Western Europe during the Second World
War, and by the Kaiser's troops in the First World War, whole
populations, in millions, were not exterminated as were the Poles,
Jews, and Russians of Eastern Europe from 1939 to 1945. This dif-
ference between the treatment of West and East Europeans must be
due chiefly to the indecent, heathen Hitlerian “philosophy” that the
victims of Nazi genocide belonged to “inferior races” inhabiting land
the Germans could use to greater advantage.

This Nazi ideology was born and bore its poison fruit on German
soil, in German souls. The subject continued to torment me on ev
successive trip to Germany. But I always had the feeling that collec-
tive guilt and collective evil were wrong whether attributed by Nazis
to Jews or by anti-Nazis to Germans. Hate of an entire people is
Nazism, and anti-Nazis must avoid it or court the charge of being sub-
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conscious Nazis themselves. Better kill hate and misery, and thereby
perhaps induce a change of heart.

Punishment to fit her crimes would have meant starving Germany
and sowing the country with salt. This was impossible without invit-
ing epidemics and revolution. In fact, toward the end of 1946, the
United States was shipping 300,000 tons of food to Germany per
month; that was Germany’s monthly deficit. Commenting on the
announcement, General Clay asserted, “Democracy can win Germany
only if food is made available to keep the German people alive and
able to work.”

CHAPTER SEVEN

Roosevelt and Truman.
. A Diagnosis of Appeasement

‘;‘; HEN the Second World War began, President Roosevelt

encouraged those who wanted America to aid the Western
Allies, and later he seconded Prime Minister Churchill’s offer of help
to Russia, broadcast the very day Hitler attacked her.

Mr. Roosevelt’s wartime Russian policy was partly, perhaps largely,
shaped by a stubborn fear that Stalin would flipflop again, as he
had in August, 1939, and sign a separate peace with the Nazis. Con-
sidering the disastrous effects such a defection would have had on
Allied fortunes, the dread was understandable. But I always felt that,
having gone to war, Stalin and Hitler would not enter into a pact,
and on several occasions I set forth my reasons to Under Secretary
of State Sumner Welles. Finally he said, “You begin to convince me.
But suppose you were President Roosevelt, and suppose you knew
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that if they did sign a separate peace it might mean the death of a
million or two million American boys, would you be so sure?” I had
to confess that I would not. The unattached observer and the critic
without executive responsibility always finds it easier to believe in the
flawless logic of his conclusions than the leader whose decisions in-
volve the fate of millions.

This discrepancy between correct analysis and correct policy lies
near the root of much Western appeasement of Russia. Given the
unknown and uncertain in international affairs, appeasement often
seems the safer course especially since it means doing nothing—which
generally suits governments better than taking a decision for drastic,
costly action.

During the Second World War, moreover, President Roosevelt
assumed that the future of humanity would depend on amicable rela-
tions between America and the Soviet government. This assumption
flowed unavoidably from the policy of “unconditional surrender” and
the total destruction of Germany’s and Japan’s political power. With
these two nations crushed, and with France and England weakened
by war, no balance of power against Russia in Europe or Asia was
possible except by the presence of massive American strength on both
those continents, a development then neither desired nor con-
templated. Therefore there had to be friendly agreement with Russia
—in other words, unanimity among the great powers and, in the
United Nations, a veto for each of the great powers to guarantee that
unanimity.

Mr. Roosevelt realized that friendship with the Kremlin required
the successful courtship of Joseph Stalin. The President felt well
equipped for the assignment. U.S. Supreme Court Justice Robert
Jackson once told me how, as Attorney General, he would come to
President Roosevelt and propose the prosecution of certain firms for
violation of antitrust laws. But Roosevelt would say, “Ah, Bob, bring
them in to see me, I'll take care of it.” F.D.R. had a towering faith
in the conquering power of his charm, will, eloquence, intelligence,
dexterity, and destiny. And it was quite justified, for had he not
surmounted a cruel physical handicap and become President four
times?

In Stalin, however, Roosevelt encountered a figure whose few
human traits had been extinguished by the impersonal code of a
brutal despotism and whose domestic-political needs were better
served by an insulating Iron Curtain than by evidence of friendly
coexistence with the West. When Roosevelt, therefore, indulged at



74 THIS IS OUR WORLD

Teheran in planned and rather low-grade ridicule of Churchill in the
Prime Minister’s presence with a view to making Stalin laugh and
thus breaking the ice of aloofness and moving on from there to
personal intimacy and good fellowship, he elicited the brief show of
mirth but otherwise fell lamentably short of his target.

At the Yalta Conference, in February, 1945, there was no longer
the least likelihood that Stalin would withdraw from the war. On
the contrary, he looked like its chief beneficiary. Roosevelt was
again the chief suitor. Not only did he and Churchill want Russia’s
continued action against Hitler; they were bent on winning Soviet
participation in the war with Japan. From the Chief of Staff,
General George C. Marshall, down, the military urged the politicians
to make certain of a Russian effort in the Pacific theater, and their
promptings, plus the fact that Russian troops had swept through
Poland into Germany while the Anglo-American forces were not
across the Rhine, explain some of the errors and giveaways at Yalta.

At the end, Mr. Roosevelt knew that his attempts at Russian-
American friendship had failed and the last three weeks of his life
he quarreled with Stalin by cable over Communist usurpation of
total power in Poland in contravention of the Yalta agreement.

By the time the Potsdam Conference met in July, 1945, appease-
ment of Russia was no longer necessary as a war measure, for
Germany was out of the war, and Japan, facing defeat, had, Truman
knew, sued for peace. Nor was appeasement likely to yield the
sweet fruit of friendship. But every new top-level policy-maker ap-
parently needed a private course of instruction in the folly of
appeasement, the fee to be paid by the nation. Secretary of State
James F. Byrnes took longest to learn, and he was therefore of
little help at Potsdam to an inexperienced President recently inducted
into an awesomely high office.

Before the Potsdam Conference, W. Averell Harriman, U. S.
Ambassador to Moscow, advised his government against drawing
the Soviet Union into the war with Japan. At the conference,
General Dwight D. Eisenhower and General Lucius D. Clay called
on Mr. Truman to put the same point of view. But Truman said
he was President and he wanted to save the lives of as many
American boys as possible. Generals assume men will die in war, a
Chief Executive considers the sentiments of mothers, wives, and
fathers. But how Truman and Bymes failed to see Russia’s poorly
disguised, frantic efforts to get into the Pacific war before it ended
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(she entered four days before the end) is history’s puzzle. And why
should Secretary Byrnes have sat up till late in the night, as he
states in his book, Speaking Frankly, to devise means not of blocking
but of facilitating the step which enabled Moscow to alter the
entire course of Asian politics to Communism’s advantage? Secretary
of the Navy James Forrestal reports in his diaries that in this matter
President Truman acted “under the pressure of Secretary Byrnes.”

For months after Potsdam, Secretary of State Byrnes continued
to condone Soviet imperialism. As late as October 31, 1945, he
said, “Far from opposing, we have sympathized with, for example,
the effort of the Soviet Union to draw into closer and more friendly
association with her Central and Eastern European neighbors. We
are fully aware of her special security interests in those countries.”

But against whom was Russia secking security? England, France,
and Germany could not fight the Soviets without American as-
sistance. So the U.S. Secretary of State was supporting Russia’s
security measures against the U.S.? This made no sense. Moreover,
if a small nation must be friendly to a great power like Russia how
can it be free? The Kremlin could always veto the neighborly
government on the ground of unfriendliness. Mr. Byrnes, the worst
American appeaser, was blessing Russia’s subjugation of her border
countries.

The wish to appease, whether in the United States, France, ot
England, was a natural desire springing from a normal impulse
to get along with one’s fellowmen and avoid war. Americans, a
traditionally isolationist people, were particularly eager not to
become involved in quarrels with Russia which would require the
United States to keep the Soviets under permanent guard.

Specifically, the appeasement of Russia after the Second World
War drank at many fountains: the Soviet Union fought gallantly,
effectively, and at great cost against the common enemy; Communism
was different from and preferable to Fascism; a stop-Russia policy
would lead to war with Russia; Moscow was seeking satellites for
security; the East European countries undergoing sovietization were
never democracies anyway; the Soviet appetite would soon be sated,
after which, given patience and good will, a workable relationship
would emerge.

All these propositions except the first were wholly or largely false

1James F. Byrnes, Speaking Frankly, New York: Harper & Brothers, 1947.
2 The Forrestal Diaries, p. 70.
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and dangerously misleading. Even the first ignored the fact that
Russia fought only after she had been attacked; before she was
attacked Soviet Communists collaborated with Nazi Germany while
Communists elsewhere sabotaged the anti-Nazi cause. Official Com-
munists and official Fascists were brain brothers. There was more
of Hitler in Stalin than of Marx. The elements which originally
distinguished Communism from Fascism—internationalism, absence
of racial discrimination, and anti-imperialism, for instance—lived
shorter lives than the oppression of the individual and other totali-
tarian characteristics which the two movements shared. Ignoring this
development, Henry A. Wallace, who quit the Truman Cabinet on
the appeasement-of-Russia issue, said on November 4, 1946, after
his resignation, “As between Fascism and Communism I prefer
Communism.” But nobody in a free country has to make that
choice and nobody in a Communist country can. Not all Com-
munists, to be sure, are Fascists. But Communism is political
cannibalism: it destroys the good intentions of its idealistic adherents
and the effectiveness of its liberal fellow travelers. Mr. Wallace
himself was a tragic example of the latter.

The further thesis that resistance to Russia might precipitate an
armed conflict stood refuted at its first test: In Iran, in 1946, the
Shah, encouraged by Americans, marched his troops into Persian
Azerbaijan to retrieve that province from Soviet agents who had
converted it into a puppet state. Faced with the alternative of
defending it or withdrawing, Stalin withdrew. This retreat set a
precedent for the future.

Soviet Russia took when she could and desisted when resisted.
This is the best argument against postwar appeasement. Stalin
subjugated only the weak and unprotected. No potential satellite
voted itself into Communist slavery. If prosperity and democracy had
been considered, Czechoslovakia would have remained free. Even
Hungary and Poland would have been spared, for Hungary under
Admiral Horthy’s personal regime and Poland under Rydz-Smigly
enjoyed more liberty than the Soviet people. But Stalin was not
worrying about the wishes of his newly acquired colonial subjects.
He was building an empire.

Nevertheless, illusions deeply anchored at the time of Soviet
revolution in 1917, when Lenin was anti-imperialist in deed, resisted
the erosion of subsequent facts. As a result, Henry A. Wallace from
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the left joined Mr. Byrnes from the right in approving Russia’s
sphere of influence in Eastern and Central Europe. Persons who
waxed indignant over India’s lighter yoke and hailed her deliverance
easily reconciled themselves to the forced submersion of a hundred
million Europeans in the Red sea.

However, light kept coming from the East; each new postwar
Kremlin insult and injury destroyed another fraction of Western
appeasement. The climate of opinion was clearing quickly; liberals
and intellectuals who could never quite see the moral degradation
of the Bolshevik regime were being convinced by Moscow’s behavior.
As Mrs. Roosevelt, then a member of the U.S. delegation to the
UN, told Henry Wallace in a polemic, “I have worked rather more
steadily and more closely with the representatives of the U.S.S.R.
than Mr. Wallace” and they taught her much. “They understand
strength, not weakness,” she explained to Wallace, “and they say
many things they know are not true because they think they can make
others believe they are true.” On October 23, 1947, in a column
about a UN session, Mrs. Roosevelt wrote, “This speech of Mr.
Vishinsky destroyed the belief of our people that conciliation is
either wise or possible in dealing with the reprcsentatives of the
government of the USS.R. . . . Our gesture of good will was mis-
understood,” she continued. “And we learned a lesson which perhaps
M. Vishinsky did not mean to teach us: namely, that no modification
would ever be made in a position once taken; that no conciliation
should ever be attempted.” With characteristic charity and broad
vision she then added, “We have learned our lesson well, but from
my point of view it is unfortunate, because it will mean more votes
[in the UN] against the U.S.S.R. and a greater antagonistic feeling.”

In government circles, appeasement of Russia neared the vanishing
point in the second half of 1946. In May, 1946, Stalin had rejected
President Truman'’s telegraphic invitation to visit him in the White
House, and this, following the rejection of a similar invitation made
in person at Potsdam, convinced official skeptics that Moscow
desired no settlement, no compromise, and no friendship. Appease-
ment, therefore, could yield no dividends. Give-and-take, in Moscow’s
language, meant that others give and it takes.

Nevertheless, no positive American policy had been evolved. The
atmosphere that once conduced to one-sided concessions to Russia
was gone, but Mr. Truman had not yet lost patience with the
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Soviets. There were still several irons in the fire of negotiation, and
a counteroffensive accordingly waited upon events. Ideas, to be
sure, were at the blueprint stage on State Department planning
boards, but they needed the hammer blow of a sudden emergency
to shape them into a program of action. The emergency came early

in 